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TO TH« 

PUBLIC. 

Poetry may be fiiid to claini our firft attcn- 
doxi, as it was originally intended to exprefa 
our gratitude to the Deity, and teach man- 
kind the moft important precepts of religion 
and virtue; by which the human foul is not 
only exalted and refined, but the heart is 
fortified againfl all the various aflaults <^ hu- 
man calamities, and by which we are taught 
to confider happinefs as entirely depending 
on the reflections of our own minds. We fhall 
be fufficiently convinced of thefe truths, if 
we only confider the particular end and dcfign 
of the feveral fpecies of poetry. 

The Epic Poem was intended to convey 
jnfbudUoBS difguifed under the allegory of an 
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^1 TO THE PTTBLIC 

important and heroic adion. The Ode to 
celebrate the exploits of great men, in order 
to excite a general imitation in others. Tra- 
gedy, to infpire us with a deteflation of guilt, 
by painting the fatal confequences that foUow^ 
it ; and with a veneration for virtue, by re-» 
prefenting the rewards and juft prjufes that 
attend it. Comedy and Satire, to correiSk 
whilft they divert us, and wage implacable 
war with vice and folly. £i.£<^y, to wecf^ 
over the tombs of fudi aa deferve to be la- 
mented; and Pastoral, to fing the inno-t 
cence and pleafures of rural life.^ 

To pxomote fuch deiirable ends, the ftudjr 
of Poetry has ever met with the faniSion and 
encouragement of men the moll eminent for 
their wifdom and virtue: and it; is much to be 
feared that tho& whoie imaginations are not 
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TO THE PUBLIC. Vll 

enlivened by the charms of Poetry, jnuft 
cither have their affections depraT^d, or be 
naturally infenfible of the exquifite pleafure 
rcfulting from the proper exercife of them. 

To allure thofe who are inattentive to the 
excellence of virtue, and direct their thought* 
to the nobleft qualifications, induced the Editor 
of this fmall volume to feleft fuch poems as 
have beien univerfally efteemed the firft orna- 
ments of our language, and admired, not only 
for purity of fentiment, but for beauty and har* 
Hiony of numbers. 
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HEALTH. 

AN ECLOGUE. 
BZ 9 ARN E i. t. 

^ O W early (bepbenis o'er the mead<m'f paft^ 
And print long footll^s oil tht glitt*ring grafs; 
The cowfty negleftful of tlwir paflare^ fland, 
JBy turns otyfequioos to tht milker^s hand. 

When Damon (bftty trod the fliav^ lawn, 
Damon a youth from city cares withdrawn % 
Long was the pleafmg walk he wander'd thro\igh^ 
A cover'd arboor clos'd the dillant Tiew j 
There refts the youth, and, while the feather'd throng 
Raiie their wild mufic, thus contrives afong. 

Here, wafted o'er by mild Etefian air. 
Thou country Goddefs, beanteons Health! repair, ' 
Here let my breaft throagh quiv'ring trees inhale' 
Thy rofy bleffings with the morning gale. * 

' What are ftie fields, or flow'n, or all I fee ? 
Ahl taddeis all, if not enjoy'd with thee. 
A 
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Joy to my foul ! I feel the goddefs nigh. 
The face of nature cheers as well as I ; 
O'er the flat green refreftiing breezes run. 
The fmiling daifies blow beneath the fun, 
The brooks run purling down with filver waves. 
The planted lanes rejoice with dancing leaves, 
The chirping bird§ from, all the coitipafs rove 
To tempt the tuneful echoes 'of the grove : 
High funny fummits, deeply (haded dales, 
Thick moffy banks, and flowery winding vales. 
With various proipefls gratify the fight. 
And fcatter fix'd attention in delight. 

Cornell coontry Goddeis, come, nor thou fuf&ce. 
But bring thy mouatain fifter, Exercife : 
Call'd by thy lovely voice, fhe turns her pace. 
Her winding horn proclaims the finiihM chace$ 
She mounts the rocks, ihe ikims the level plain, 
Dogs, hawks and horfes, crowd her early tr^: 
IJcr hardy face repels the tanning wind. 
And lines ^d meihes loofely float behind. 
All thefe as means of toil the feeble fee, 
But thefe are helps to pleafure join'd with thee. 
JLet floth lie foft'ning Hill high noon in down. 
Or -lolling fan her in the foltry town, 
Uunerv'd with reft; and turn her own difeafe, 
•Or fofter others in luxurious cafe : 
I mount the courfcr, call the deep-mou£h*d hounds^ 
JY» fox unkennell-d flies to covert. grounds; 
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1 lead where ftags through tangled thickets tread, 
And fliake the fapiings with th^ branching head j 
I make the falcons wing their sutry way> 
And foar to feize, or (looping ilrike their prey; 
To fnare the fifli I fix the luring bait ; 
To. wound the fowl I load the gun with fate. 
'Tis thus through change of exercife I range, 
And fhnength and pleafure rhe from ev'ry change. 
Here beauteous Health for all the year remain, 
When the next comes, I'll charm thee thus again^ 

Oh come, thou Goddefs of my rural fong ! 
And bring thy daughter, calm Content, alongi 
Pame of thy ruddy cheek and laughing eye^ 
From whofe bright prefence clouds of forrow fly t 
For her I mow my walks, I plat my bow'rs^ 
Clip my low hedges, and fupport my flow'rs} 
To welcome her, this fummer-feat I dreft, 
And here I court her when (he comes to reit ; ' 
When (he from exercife to learned eafe 
Shall change again, and teach the change to plea(e. 

Now friends converfmg my foft hours refine. 
And Tully's Tufculum revives in mine : 
Now to grave books I bid the mind retreat, 
, And fuch as make me rather good than great. 
Or o'er the works of eafy fancy rove. 
Where flutes and innocence amufe the grove: 
The native bard that on Sicilian plains 
JFir(t fung the lowly manners of the fwainsj 
A z 
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Or M«m^ muft that in Kht fiistft Ughe 
Paiu^ iur4 profpodU and cht charms of figbti 
Thefe foft ainufem^t^ brisg Qootoit alo&g» 
And fanoyy void of forrew^ twns to fonf « 
Here beauteous Health for all the year remain^ 
When ttm Pf^ comesy X*ll chaprm chee thus agaui. . 

EDWIN AND ANGELINA. 

A BALLAD. 

** l^u 1^)1, gentle hecxoit of the dale^ ■ 

" A»d g»de ruiy lonely way, 
« To whej:^ yon taper cbeera the TalA^ 

«* Wi^ h<jfj^tatki ray. . 

*' .Iter ^M50>iQrt«m *id laft* I trea^ 

^< . With laioting ft^ and aow ; 
*' Where wildaiiftmeafurably fpreac^ 

« Sepm lengthentng as I go." 

' ** Forbear, my fon," the hermit cnesy, 
** .Tq tempt the dangeroius gloom;: 
** For yonder fiaithleifi phantom files ■ 
*^ T9 htttttbee t6 thy doom. 
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<< Here to the houfeleis child of want^ 

** My door is opea itill; 
*' And though n^ portkn is but fcant^ 

** I give it with goodwill*. 

** Then turn to-|iight, and freely fliar* 
" Whatever my cell beftows; 

** My rufhy couch, and frugal fare» 
*' My blefling and repofe. 

'* No flocks that range the valley free, 
*' To flai^hter 1 condemn : 

<' Taught by that power that pitiec me, 
<' I learn to pity them. 

" But from the mountmn's grafly fide, 
" A gmltlefs feaft I bring} - 

*' A fcrip with herbf and fruits fupply'd, 
" And water from the fpring* 

*' Then, pilgrim, turn, thy cares forego} 
** All earth-bom .cares are wrong: 

** Man wants bi;t little here below, 
*« Nor wants that little long." 

Soft as the dew from beav'n defceads, 

His gentle accents fell : 
The modeft ftranger lowly bends^ 

And follows to the cell. 

A3 
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Far in a wild^mefe oblbnrB 

The lonely maniioo lay> 
A refuge to the neighbouriiig peor^ 

And itrangers led afivajr. 

No ftores beneath its hwnble thatch^ 
Reqoir'd a maimer's care; 

The wicket, opevtag with a latch, 
Receiv'd the harnilefp pair. 

And now when hofy crowds retire 
To take their evening reft. 

The hermit trimmM his Uftlto firc^ • 
And cheer'd his penfive gvaift; 

And fpread hi9 vegBCaMe ftore, 
And gayly pref^ ^<l finil^d. 

And Ikill'd io legendaiy lore. 
The lingering hours 1>lg»il'i}. 

Around in l^patihctic mlvfih 
Its tricks the ftitten tries. 

The cricket chinrupa ii^ the heartlv ^ 
The crackling £aggot flies.^ 

But nothing could a charm impart 
To footh the ftranger'swoej 

For grief was heavy at his heart,^ 
And tears began to flow* 
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Hi9 rifing cares the faermit ^'d. 

With anfwering care oppveft: 
^< And whenceyvobappjeyouthy^hecry'd^ 

" The forrow* of thy breaA I 

** From better habitation Ipuni'd^ 

** Relu6iant doll thoa wrt; 
** Or grieve for friendflup unretum'ti^ 

<< Or unregarded love?' . 

** AlasT the joys that foftime brings/ 

** Are trifling and decay; 
** And thofe who prize the pakry thingsy 

** More trifling ftill than tfaeyv 

^ And what is friendflup but a name^ 
<' A chann that luUa tofleep^; 

*« A fliade tbac foilkms wtakh or hmtf 
*' But leaves the wretchto wef^h 

** And love is (till an emptier finind, 
^ The modem faur one's jeft, 

*' On earth unfee% oy only faund 
** To vrarm the turds's naSL 

** For ihame, fqad^yooBhy thy ibrfO#9 hulfc^ 
<< And fpunrtte ibx>'^ be feid: 

But> wlule he ^ke/a rifing bhifb 
His love-lorn- gneft betvay'd. 
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SurprizM he fees new beauties rife 

Swift mantling to the view, 
Like colours o'er the morning ikiei^ 

As bright, as tranfient too^ 

The bafhful look, the riling hmsSkp 

Alternate fpread alarms^ 
The lovely ftranger ftands confeil 

A maid in all her charms. 

** And, ah ! forgive a ftranger nide, 
" A wretch forlorn,'* (he cry'd, 

*< Whofe £iet unhaUowed thus intrude 
*' Where Heaven and you refide. 

** But let a maid thy pity ihare, 

'< Whom loye has taught to ftray ^ 

** Who feeks for. reft, but finds defpak* 
*' Companion of her way. 

<♦ My father liy'd befide the Tyne, 

** A wealthy lord was he ; 
** And all his wealth was mark'd as minei 

*• He had but only jne : 

^ To win me from bis tender arrnr, 
<< Unnumber'd fuitors came; 

** Who prais'd me for imputed cbanns^ 
•* And ielt or feign'd a fiame. 
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** Each hour ^ maffBemry orowd 

" With richoft pnAn Avow: 
" Among the reft yoaog Edwin bow'd, 

<' But iMvwtaHc'dol lorn 

'' In humble rii|i{»leil ha^ clad, 
" No wealth nor pMrer had he f 

** Wlfdom and vfortfa ivero aU he bad^ 
^< But thefe were ail to me. 

** The blo(5J!m opening to the day 
« The dews of heaven refoi'd, 

«* Could nought c4f purity difplay, 
** To emulate hia mind. 

*' The dew, the bloflbm on the tr§Bf 
** With charma mcenftanC ^ m w\ 

« Their charms were his» but woe to me^ 
*' Their conAaocy was mine. 

« For ftiU I try^d eiich fickle art, 

<' Importunate and vain ; 
^* And while his paffion toudi'd my heart| 

** I triumphed in bia pain, 

** Till quite dejefted with ray jfcom, 

" He left me to my pride j 
" And fought a fobfiude forioni, 

<< lo fecret, where he died. 
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** But mine the forrow, mine the faulty 

« And well my life fhall pay, 
«< r\\ feek thB folitadehe fovsbt, 

" And (tretch me where he lay.— «• 

*' And there forlorn, defpahing, hid, 
'* ril lay me down and diet 

*' 'Twas fo for me that Edwin did, 
" AndfoforhimwiUI.'' 

** Forbid it, Heaven !" the hermit cry'd. 
And clafp'd her to his breail : 

The wondering fair one tum'd to chide, 
'Twas Edwin's felf that preft. 

** Turn, Angelina, ever dear, 
" My charmer, turn to fee, 

** Thy own, thy long loft Edwin here, 
** Reftor'd to love and thee. 

*' Thus let me hold thee to my hearty 

** And ev*i7 care refign : 
<« And fli^U we never, never part, 

** My life,— my all that's minei» 

<' No, never from this hour to part, 
*• We'll live and love fo true ; 

<< The figh that rends thy conftant heart, 
<< Shall break thy Edwin's too." 
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HYMN TO HUMANITY. 

SrniL LANGHOKNE. 

^ I. 

Faremt of viruie, i£ thine ear 

Attend not now to forrow's ciy; 
If now the pity-ftreaming tear 

Should haply on thy cheek be dry; 
Indulge my votive itrainy O fweet Humanity T 

II. 
Come, ever welcome to my breail) 
A tender but a cheerful gueft; 
Nor alwa3r5 in the gloomy cell 
-Of life confuming forrow dwell} 
For forrow, long indulged and flow, ■ 
Is to Humanity a foe; 
And grief, that makes the heart its prey^ 
Wears fenfibility away. 
Then comes, fweet Nymph, inAead of thety 
The gloomy fiend Stupidhy. 
UI. 
O may that fiend be baniih'd far^ 
Though paflions hold eternal war! 
Nor ever let me ceafe to know 
The pidfe that throbs at joy or woe; 
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Nor let my vacant cheek be dry. 
When forrow fills a brother's eye ; 
Kpr may the tear that frequent dow« 
From private or from focial woes. 
E'er make this pleaiiog ieafe depart. 
Ye Cares, O harden not my heart ! 

IV. 
If the fair ftar of fortune ihiiley 
Let not it's flatterios power beguile. 
Nor, borne along the fav'ring tide, 
My full fails fwell with bloating pride. 
Let me from wealth but hope content. 
Remembering ftill it was but lent 5 
To modefl merit; i^ad my ilore, 
Unbar my hofpitable door; 
Nor feed, with pomp, an idle train. 
While Want unpitied piiies in vain, 

V. 
If Heaven, in every purpofe wife, 
The envied lot of -wealth denies; 
If doom'd to drag life's painful load 
Through poverty's unevqo road. 
And, for the due bread of .the dsff^. 
Deftin'd to toil as well as pray; 
To thee. Humanity, ftill true, 
I'll wiih the good I cannot do. 
And give the wretch that palles by, 
A (bothing word-^— a t^ar-— -a figh* 
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VI. 

-Howe'cr exalted, or dejn-eft 
"Be ever mine the feeUng bi«a£t 
From me remove the ftagnant mkid 
Of languid indoletice, reelm'd; 
The foul that one long iabbath keeps, 
And through the fun's whole circle deeps; 
Dull peace, that dwells in folly's eye. 
And felf-attending vanity. 
Alike the fooliih aod the rain 
Are Anmgers to the fenfe humane. 
VII. 

for that fympathetic glow 
Which taught the holy tear to flow, 
When the prophetic eye furvey'd 
Sion in future alhes laid ! 

Or, rais'd to heaven, ihipkMr'd the bread > 

That thoufands in the de£ttt fed ! 

Or, when the heart o'er fricndfliip's grave 

Sigh'd and forgot- its power to lave, 

•O for that fympathetic glow 

Which taught the holy tear to flow ! 

VIII. . 
It comes: it fills my labouring brcaft j 

1 feel my beating heart oppreft. 

Oh f hear that lonely widow's wail I 
Sec her dim eye ! her afpea pale ! 
B 
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To heaven (he turns in daep defpair, 
Her infants wonder at her frtfer, 
And, mingling tears ttkef know not why^ 
Lift up their little hands» and cry. 
O God ! their moving forrows fee I 
Support them^ ^«et Humanity I 

IX. 
Life, fillM with griefs diftrsftfol train^ 
For ever afks the tear humancw 
Beholdy in yon unconfokwB gro^ 
The viaims of illrf«ted ldv« I 
Heard you that agonizing tbroe } 
Sure this is not romantia woe I 
The golden day of joy is o'er; 
And now they part to meet no moie. 
AiSfl them, hearts from anguifll free! 
Affift them^ fw««t Humai!^ I 

X. 
Parent of virtue, if thine ear 

Attend not now to ferrow't cry; 
If DOW the pity-ftreaming tear 

Should haply o» thy cheek be dryj 
Indole my votive {train> O fweet Humanity! 
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THE NIGHTINGALE. 



As PhoBbtK darted forth hit mikler ntff 
And lengthening (hades conlS»ft*d the ihoit'nWig daf } 
To Tiber's bimks repair'd an am'rous fwain, 
The love and envy of the aeighb*ring plaiiii 
To cool hi^ heat, he fought the brsezy grove } 
To cool his heat, but mora the heat of lo^ t 
To footh his eai«s on the Ibft lute he play'd | 
But the foft lute refrelh'd the lovely maid i 
Confpiring elms their umbrage fhed around, 
Wav*d with applauie, and liften'd to the found. 
Sweet Philomel, the chorifter of love, 
The mufical enchantreis of the grove. 
With vfronder heard the fliepherd as he pda/'d. 
And ftole, attentive, to the tuneful fliade; 
Perch'd o*er his head the (yivan Syren fate. 
With envy boming, and with pride elate; 
Ambitioufly ihe lent a U£t*ning ear, 
Charm'd with the very footuls ihe d)r*d to hear: 
Each Dole, each flowing accent of the ibng, 
Sbe footh'd, and fweeten'd whh her fdltef tongue i 
Gently refin'^ each inutated ftraiR, 
And paid him with his harmony agaia. 
B a 
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The flicphenl wondcr'd at the juft replie?^ 

At firft millaken for the vocal breeze ; 

But when he found his Iktle rival near 

Imbibing mufic both at eye and ear, 

With a fublimer touch he fwept the lute, 

A fummons to the mufical difpute; 

The fummons -0ie-receiv'd, refolv'd to tt^, ' 

And daring, warbled out a bold reply. 

Now fweeteft thoughts thp gentle fwain infpire. 

And with, a dying foftnefs tune the lyre. 

Echo tlfe vernal, mufic of the wood$. 

Warble the murrours of the falling^ floods ; 

Thus fwf et he Tings, but fweetly (ings in vain,: 

For Philon^ela breathes a fofter ftrain ^ 

With eafier art fhe modulates each noCe> 

More natural mufic melting in her throat : 

Much he admired thd magic of her tongue» 

But more to iin^ his lute and art outdone. 

And now to loftier airs he tunes the ftrings 

And now tp loftier auurs bis echo iings; 

Though loud as thunder, though as fwift a^ thought,. 

She reached the fweUing, caught the flying note ; 

In trembling treble, now in folemn bafe. 

She Ibow'd how nature could his art furpa£s. ' ■ - t 

Amaz'd, at longch with rage the. fliephend buni*d^ 

His admira^oa into: anger tum'df 

Inflamed, with emutattf)^ pride be ftooi, . 

And thus defyM the fbarmer oC tfan wopd t 
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And wilt thou fiiU my anfi« itamuu} 
Then fee tli|r folly, and thy tjUk is great: 
For, know, more powMul la^ remain infancy 
Lays far fu|)erior to thy nm^ toQgue. 
If not, this lute, this vanquiih'd lute I fwear 
Sfaalt ae«pr mare deiigfat the ravifh'd ear ; 
But broke in fcatter'd fragments, ftrew the plain. 
And mgurxi the gk>nef *w^c)i it could not gain. 
He faid, and as he faid, his foul on fire, 
With a difdain&J air he Amck the lyce ; 
Qgick to the touch the tides of mufic flow. 
Swell into flrength, or melt away in woe : 
Now raife the Ihrilling trumpet's clanging jar. 
And imitated thunders rouze the war; 
Now foft'ning founds, and fadly pleafmg ftrains, 
Breathe out the lover's joyi, and lover's pains. 
He fung ; and ceas'd her xvnl nocet to hear^ 
As his dy'd liit'niog in the ambieftt air. 
But i^ow, too laC9> ber nebksMly found, 
Sad Philomela ftood jTvUu'd by iovnii 
Though vanquiih'dy yet with gen'rous ardour fill'd. 
Ignobly (till ihe fcecn'd C99»i the fidd s 
But flowly faint her penfive acfems flow, 
Weakcn'd with grief, Md overcharg'd with woe. 
Again ihe tunes her voice, again fha imgs, 
Strains ev'ry nerve, and .quivers on her wings; 
In vain her fmking fpirits £abde aws^, 
And in a tuncfiil agony decay ; . 
B3 
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jyy'mgfbiB fell> and as tho Ibrains expire, 
Breach'd out her foul in angit^n^ on thelyi^';^ 
MTolvM in tranfport, Ihe ref^d herbreatfe 
And gain'd a livins conqueft by her death. . 



DAY: A PASTORAL. 

Br CVKKIKCHAJtT. 

MORNING. 

....^arpe diem. Hir, 

^■•.- 1. 
In the bom the tenant cDdCy 

Clofe to partlet perch'd on high^ 
Brifkly crows (the ihe^berd^s clock f) 

Joevind that the morning's nigh^ 

Swiftly from the mountain't; brow. 

Shadows, nursed by -night, retires 
And the peeping fun^beani now ^ 

Faints with-#oi<l the village fpire» 
III. 
Philomel forfakes the thorn. 

Plaintive where ihe prates at night;. 
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And the lark, to meet the tnorn. 
Soars beyond the ihepherd's fight." 
IV. 
From the low-roof d cottage ridge. 

See the chatt'ring fwallovi: fpring; 
Darting through the one-arch'd bridge^ 
Quick 0ie dips ker dtpplecl wing. ' 
'*V. 
Now the pine>tree*s waving top,, 

Gently greets the morning gale r 
K idlings, now, begin to crop 
Paifies, on the dewy dale. 
VI. 
From the balmy fweet, uncloy'd, 

(ReiUeis till her talk be done) . 
Now the bufy bee*s emplay'cl 
Sipping dew before the ion. 
VII, 
Trickling through the crevic'd rock. 

Where the Umpid ftfeam diiiUs, 
Sweet refrelUnaent waits the fldck 
When 'tis fun-droye Irom the hiUs# 

vni.. 

Colin's for the promis'd com 
(Ere the harveit hopes are ripe) 

Anxious ; — ^whilft the huntfman's horn. 
Boldly founding drowns his pipe. 



'9 
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. IX. 
Sweet, — O fweet>.lfaf wswbUnf ChlxiQS 

On the white emblo(&m'4 fpray ! 
Nature's univerfal ibog 

Echos to the rifing day* 

NOON. 

X. 

Fervid on the gUtt^ring flood| 

Now the noontide radian^ce glows: 
Drooping o'er it$ infant bud^ 

Not a dew-drop's kft the rofe^ 
XJU 
By the brook the ih^pherd diiiBt^ 

From the fierce meridi^ hnt ' 
Sheltered by the branching piaQ»» 

Pendent o'er his grai^ ieat. 

Now the flock fotbkm tho gUde» 
Where unchecked the fi«)-6eum W{ 

Sure to ii(id a pliaafiog flttde . 
By the ivy'd abbey walL 

xm. 

Echo in her airy round. 
O'er the rxTer, rock, and hill 

Cannot catch a fingle fioimd. 
Save the clack of yonder mi^ 
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XIV. 

Cattle court the zephyrs bland| 

Where the ftreamlet wanders cooU 
Or with languid filence ftand 

Midway in the marfliy poeL 
XV. 
But from mountain, dell, or ftreinr,. 

Not a flutt*ring zephyr fprings : 
Fearful leaft the noon-tide beam 

Scorch its foft, its filken wings. 
XVI. 
Kot a leaf has ItSLve to ftir. 

Nature's lull'd — ferene-^-and ftinr 
Quiet e'en the (hepherd's cur, 

Sleeping on the heath^lad lulK 
XVII. 
Languid is the landfcape round, 

Till the frefh deicending (hower, - - 
Grateful to the thirfty ground, 

Raifes ev*ry fainting flower. 

xvin. 

Now the hill — ^thc hedge—- is green,- 
Now the warblers' throats in tmef 

filithfome is the verdant fcene, 
Biighten'd by the beams o£NoaB.l- 
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XIX. 
O'er the heath the hejjfer ftniyv 

Free; — (the furrow'4 talk is done) 
Now the village win^tmrs blase^ 
Bumiih'd by the fottuig fun. 
XX. 
Now he fets behind. rt» hill. 
Sinking from a golden fkji 
Can the pencil's mimic flc^l 
Copy the reftilfftttdy»? 
XXL 
Trudging as the plowmen go, 

(To the fmoaking hamJet bound) 
Ciant-like their Ihadows gnw> 
Lengthened o*er the level gromuL 
XXIL 
Where the rifing foreft ^read$ 
Shelter for the lordly docne^ 
To their high-bujlt airy beds, 
See the rooks returning home 3 

xxnz. 

As the lark with vary'djtune, 

Carols to the evening loud 5 
Mark the mild rcfplendent moon. 

Breaking through a parted cloud i 
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Kow the bermic howkt poeps 

From the barn, or twilled brake; 
Jbid the blue mift flowfy cnepsf 

Curling on the filver lake. 
XXV, 
As the trout in fptck^oApn^m, 

Playful from its bofom 4>riiigi ( 
To the banks^ a rufflod tkb 

VergBt in facceffive fingk 
XXVI. 
Trilling throoglh tke fiSoen graft) 

0*er tlw patb^Tided date, 
Mark the rofe-compleadoo'd Ms 

With her ^rafi-pots'dl milken paiL 

xxvn. 

Irinnets with anfflsniiber'd mms, 
Jkikd the catJotm MvA^fh iwe. 

Tuning fweet their mdhom HiroMs 
Bid the fetting fti» ad»a 
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HYMN. 

FROM THOMSOfPS SEASONS. 

These, as they changei Almighty Father! theie 
Aire but the varied God. The rolling year ' 
Is full of Thee. Forth in the plealfing fpring 
Thy beauty walks. Thy tendemefs and love. 
Wide fluih the fields j the foftning air is balm ; 
£cho the mountains round; the foreft imiless 
And every fenfe, and every heart is joy. 
Then comes Thy glory in the Summer months. 
With light and heat refulgent. Then Thy fun 
Shoots full perfection through the fwelling year; 
And oft' Thy voice In dreadftil thunder fpeaks; 
And oft' at dawn, deep noon, or falling eve. 
By brooks and groves, in hoUow-whifpering gales. 
Thy bounty Ihines in Autumn unconfin'd. 
And fpreads a common fealt for all that lives. 
In Winter awfiil Thou ! with clouds and ftorms 
Around Thee thrown I tempeft o'er tempeft rolFdl 
Majeftic darkneis I on the whirlwind's wing^ 
Riding fublime, Thou bidilthe world adore, 
And humbleft nature with thy northern blaft. 

Myilerious round ! what Hull, what force dii^e^ 
Deep felt, in thefe appear 1 a fimple train. 
Yet fo delightful mix'd, with fncb kind art> 
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$uch beauty and beneficence combinMi 
Shade, tinperceiv'd, fo foft'ning into Ihade, 
And all fo forming an harmonious whole. 
That as they ftiU fucceed they raviSh ftilL 
But wandering oft', with brute-unconfcioos gaze, 
Man marks not Thee, marks not the mighty hand 
That, ever bufy, wheeb the filent fpheres, 
Works in the fecret deep, ihoots, fhreaming thence 
The fair profofion that o'erfpreads the Spring I 
Flings from the fun direct the flaming day. 
Feeds every creature^ hurts the tempeft forth; 
And, as on earth this grateful change revolves, 
With tranfport touches all the fprings of life. 

Nature, attend ! join every living foul 
Beneath the fpacious temple of the Iky, 
In adoration join, and, ardent, raife ' 

One general fong I to Him, ye vdcal Gales ! 
Breathe iohy whofe Spirit in your frefhnefs breathe « : ' 
Oh talk of Him in folitary glooms I 
WTicre, o'er the rock, the fcarcely-wavihg pine 
Fills the brown (hade with a religious awe. 
And ye ! whofe bolder note is heard afar, 
Who fliake th' aftoniih'd world, lift high to WtKv^n 
Th' impetuous fong, and fay from whom you ragf , 
His praife, ye Brooks ! attune ye trembling Rilts^ ' 
And let me catch it as I mufe along. 
Ye headlong Torrents ! rapid and profound ; 
Ye fofter Floods ! that lead the humid mazd 
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Along the vale; and thou, majeilic Maini 

A fecret world of wonders in thyfelf,. 

Sound His ftupendous praiCe, wbofe greater voice 

Or bids you roar, or bids your roaiings fj^ 

Soft roU your incenCe, Herbs, and Fruits^-and Flowers, . 

In iniagled clouds, to Hiiu, whofe fun exalts, 

Whofe breath per %ne$ you, and wbofe pencil painfis. 

Ye ForeftsI bead; ye Harye^I wave to Him; 

Breathe your ftill fong into the reaper's heait. 

As home he goes beneath the joyous moon. 

Ye that keep wateh in heaven ) as earth alleep 

Unconfcious lies, eiiiife your raildeft beams. 

Ye ConA^Uations! while yofor angels ftrike. 

Amid the fpangled iky, the 01ver lyre. 

Great Source of day, beft image here below 

Of thy Creator, ever pouring wide. 

From world to work^ the vital ocean round. 

On 'Nature write, wttli every beam^ his praife* 

The thunder rolls: behufli'd the prollrate World, 

While cloud to cloud returns the folemn hymn. 

Bleat out afrofli, ye H&b! ye moffy Rocks! 

Retain the found : the broad refponfive low. 

Ye Vallics! raife, for the Great Shepherd reigns, 

And his unfuffiwing kingdom yet will come. 

Ye Woodlands alH awake; a booudlefe fong 

Burft from the Groves ; aad when the reftlefs day, 

Expiring, lays the warbiihg world aileep, 

Sweeteltofbif^sl fweet Philomela ! charm 
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The liAening (hades, and teach the Night his praife. 
Ye, chief, for whom the whole creation fmiles, 
At once the bead, the- heart, and toi^ue of all. 
Crown the great hymn ! in fwanning cities vaft, 
AfTembled Men I. to the deep orspan join . . • 
The long-refoonding voice, oft' breaking dear, 
At foiemn paufes, throogh the fwellkig bafr, 
And as each mingling flame increafes each. 
In one united ardonr rife to heaven. 
Or; if you rather ciniie the rural fiiadt,* 
And find a Cuie m every facred grove; 
There let the (hepherd's flute, the virgin's lay, 
The prompting feraph, and the poet's lyre. 
Still fmg the God of Seafons as they roll. 
For me, when I forget the darling theme, 
Whether the bloflbm blows, the fummcr ray 
Ruflbts the plain, infpiring Autumn gleams. 
Or Winter rifes in the blackening Eaft, 
Be my tongue mute, ray Fancy paint no more. 
And, dead to- joy,, forget my heart to beat ! 

Should Fate command me to the fartheft verge 
Of the green earth, to diflant barbarous climes. 
Rivers unknown to fong, where firft the fun 
Gilds Indian mountains, or his fetting beam 
Flames on the Atlanta ifles, 'tis nought to me ; - 
Since God is ever prefent, ever felt, 
In the void wafte as in the city ftill ! 
And where He vital breathes th^e mull<bei joy* • 
C a 



>d by Google 



,a8 SELECT POEMS. 

When even at laft the Iblemn hour (hall come. 
And wing my myftic flight to future worlds, 
I cheerful will obey; there with new powers 
Will rifing wonders fing. I cannot ga 
Where Univcrfal Love not finiles around, 
Stiftaining all yon* orbs, and all their funs, 
From fccining evil ftiU educing good, 
And better thence again, and better ftill^ 
In infinite progreflion. But I lofe 
Myfelf in Hinij in Light Ineffable j 
Come then, exprefi&ve Silence ! mufe his praiie 



EDWIN AND EMMA. 

BY DAVID MALLET, ESSt. 

Mark it, Cefario, it is true and plaiiu 

The rpinflers and the knitters in the fun. 

And the free maids that weave their thread with bones. 

Do ufe to chant it. It is filly Sooth, 

And dallies with the injiocence of love, 

LiVe the old age. 

ShakeJ^are^s TioeHfth Night, 

I. 

pARjin the windings of a vale, 

Faft by a (heltering wood. 
The fafe retreat Of health and peace, 

An-hOmble cottage ftood. 
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n. 

There beauteovis Emma iknirilh'd fair. 

Beneath a mother's eyej 
Whofe only wilh on earth was now. 

To fee her bieft,.and Jie. 
III. 
The fofteft blnfh that Nature fyretdi 

Gave colour to her cheek : 
Such orient colour fmiles through heaven. 

When vernal mornings break. - 
IV. 
Nor let the pride of great ones fcom 

This charmer of the plains : 
That fun, who bids theif didiAonMI^^,. 

To paint our lilly deigndi 

Long had (he fiU'd oftch' yowell i^ittl love, • ' 

Each maiden with defpair ; 
And though by aik a wondter oWft*^, * 
Yet knew not flae was fain 
• - XI. 
Till Edwin came, the pride of fwttrtttr,. .'■ 

A foul devoid of art ; 
And from whofe eye, fe!**ely mfld-, • " 
Shone forth the feeling heart. 
VII.. 
A mutual flame was quitkly caught; 
Was quickly too reveal' d : 
C3 
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For neither boibm lodg'd a wifti, 

That virtue keeps conccal'd. 
VIII. 
What happy hours of home-felt bHfs 

Did love on both beftow ! 
But blifs too mighty long to laft, 

Where fortune proves a foe. 
. IX. 
His fitter, v^ho, like Envy form*d. 

Like her in mifchief joyM, 
-To work them harm, with wicked fkill^ 

Each daricer art employ'd* 
X. 
The father too, a foir^id-man,^ 

Who love nor pity knew,. 
Was all-unfeeling as the clod 

From whence hi& riches grew.. 
XI. 
Long had he feto^ their fecret flame, 

And faw it long unmov'd : 
Then with a father*s frown at laft 

Had fternly ^pprov'd. 
XIL 
In Edwin's gently heiart, a war. 

Of differing paffions ftrove : 
His heart, that durft not difobcy, 

Yet could not,ceafd to love. 
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XIII. 
DenyM her fight, he oft behind 

The fpreading hawthorn crept, 

To fnatch a glance, to mark the fpat 

Where Emma walk'd and wept. 

XIV. 

Oft too on Stanmore's wintry wafte> 

Beneath the moonlight (hade, 
In fighs to pour his foften'd foul, 
The midnight mourner ftray'd. 
XV. 
His cheek, where health with beauty glow'd,. 

A deadly pale o'ercaft: 
So fades the frefh rofe in its prime,, 
Before the northern bU^. 
. XVIi 
The parents now, with late remprf*^ 

Hung o'er his dying bed; 
And weary'd Heaven with fruitlefs vows,. 
And fruitleis forrow Ihed. 
XVII. 
^Tis paft 1 he cryM — but If your IbaSs • 

Sweet mercy yet can move, 
JLet thefe dim eyes once more behold). 
What they muft ever love I 

xvni. 

She came j his cold hand, daftly touchM,. 
And bath'd with many a tear : 
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Faft- falling o*er the primrofe pale,, 

So morning dews appear. 
XIX. 
But oh ! his fifler's jealbos care^ 

A cruel filler file ! 
Forbade what Emma came to fay; 

<* My Edwin live forme." 
XX. 
Kow homeward as ihe hopelefs wept 

The church-yard. path, along. 
The blaft blew cold, the dark owl fcream'd: 

Her lover's faoetal foiig. 
XXL 
Amid the falling gloom' of night. 

Her ftartling fancy found . - 

In every bufh his hovering iliade, . 

His groan in ^^(Wf ioond. 
XXM. 
Alope, appall'd^ tftus^ had flie paEs'^d 

The viftonary vale— — 
When lo ! the death-bell fttiitte her ear>. 

Sad-founding-iSft tti«vgaie ! 

xxm. 

Juft then (he rqaclb!dy "with trembling Aep^ . 

Her aged mother's d^or— -- 
He's gone! ihe cry'd; andlAiall fee. 

That angel-faco ao vusre I 
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XXIV. 

I feel, I feel this breaking heart 
Beat bigb againft my ilde-—- 
From her white arm down funk her heads 
: Sb» (hivering figh'd^ and died. 



A CONTEMPLATION 
ON NIGHT, 

Br GAT, 

Whethek amid the gloom of Night I ftray. 
Or my glad eyes enjoy revolving day, 
Still Nature's various face informs my fenfe. 
Of an all-wife, all-powerful Providence. 

When the gay fun flrft breaks the ihades of Night, 
And llrikes the difUnt eaftem hills with light, 
Colour returns, the plains their livery wear» 
And a bright verdure clothes the fmiling year; 
The blooming flow'rs with opening beauties glow. 
And grazing flocks their milky fleeces flaow; 
The barren cliffe with chalky fronts arife. 
And a pure azure arches o'er the ikies. 
But lyhen the gloomy reign of Night returns, 
Stript of hex; fading pride, all Nature mourns : 
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The trees no more their vrooted verdure boaft^ 

But weep in dewy tears their beauty loft : 

Ko diflant landfcapes draw our curious eyes, 

Wrapt lA Nif^t^s robe the whole creation lies: 

Yet Hill, even now> while darknefs clothes the land^ 

We view the traces of th* Almighty hand j 

Millions of ftars in heaven's wide vault appear. 

And with new glories hang the boundlefs fphere : 

The fiiver moon her Weftcrn couch forfakes. 

And o'er the Ikies her nightly circle makes; 

Her folid globe beats back the ftumy rays. 

And to the world her borrow'd light repays. 

Whether thofe ftars that twiokling luitre fend 
Are funs, and rolling worlds thofe funs attend^ 
Man may conje£hire, and new ichemes declare,- 
Yet all his fyflems but conjedhires are^ 
But this we know, that heaven's eternal King,. 
Who bid this univerfe from nothing fpring, 
£an at his word bid num'rous woiids appear. 
And rifmg woiids th'all-pow'rful word fiiaU hear.^ 

When, to the weitem main the f\m defcends, 
To other lands a rifmg day he lends: 
The fpreading dawn another ihepherd fpies. 
The wakefiil flocks from their warm folds arilef 
Refrefh'd, t^ peafanc feeks his early toil. 
And bids the plough correct the fallow fdl. 
While we in Sleep's embraces wafle the nighty 
The climes oppos'd eiijoy meridian lights 
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And when tbofe lands the bufy fun fbrfakeSi 
With lis again the rofy morning wakes : 
In lazy fleep Che eight roils fwift away. 
And noicher cUme laments his abfenc ray. 

When the pure foiil is from the body flown^ 
No more (hall Night's alternate reign be knovtt; 
The fun do more ihall rolling light bcftow. 
But from th* Almighty ftreams of glory flow. 
Oh ! may ibme nobler tkooght my foul employ^ 
Than empty, tranfient, fublunary joy. 
The ftars Ihali drop, the fun ftiall lofe his flamej 
But thou, O God ! for ever ihine the fame* 



THE NUN. 

AN ELEGY. 

With eaeh perfe^osi dawning on her mifidy 
All beauty's treafure opening on her cheek. 

Bach flatt'ring hope fubdu'd, each wiih refign'd. 
Does gay Oph^a this lone manfion task. 

Say, gentle maid, what pr6i&pts thee to forfstke 
The paths, thy birth and fortune ftrew with flow'rs? 

Thtiough nature's kind endearii^ ties to break. 
And waile in cloiAer'd walls thy pcafive hours ? 
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Let fober thought reftrain thine erring zeal^ 

That guides thy footfleps to the veftal gate. 
Left thy foft heart (this friendihip bids reveal) 

Like mine unbleftyihould mourn like mine too late. 

Does fome angelic lonely-whifp'ring voice. 
Some facred impulfe, or fome dream divine, 

Approve the dictates of thy early choice ?— — 
Approach with confidence the awful fhrine. 

There, kneeling at yon' altar's marble bafe 

(While flreams of rapture from thine eye-lid ileal. 

And fmiling Heav'n illumes thy foul with grace). 
Pronounce the vow thou never can'fl repeal* 

Yet if mifled by falfe entitled friends. 

Who fay — ** That Peace with all her comely train, 
" From ftarry regions to this clime defcends, 

^* Smooths ev'ry frown, and foftens ev'ry pain : 

*< That vcflals tread contentment's flow'ry lawn, 
<* Approv'd of innocence, by health carefl: 

*' That rob'd in colours bright, by fancy drawn, 
*' Celeflial Hope fits fmiling at thor breaftj" 

SufpeA their fyiien fong and artful flylc, 

llieir pleafmg founds fome treacherous thought con- 
Full oft does pride with fainted voice beguile, [ceal ! 
And fordid int'relt wear the raaik of zeaL 
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A tyrant abbefs here perchance may reiga. 

Who, fond of pow'r, affe6b the imperial nod. 
Looks down difdainfiil on her female train, 

And rules the cloifler with an iron rod. 

Reflection fickens at the life-long tie, 
BacH-glancing memory a^ her buiy part. 

Its charms the world, unfolds to fancy's eye. 
And iheds allurement on the wiihful heart. 

ho j Bifcord enters at the facred porch. 
Rage in her frown, and terror on her creft : 

£v'n at the hallow'd lamps ihe lights her torch, 
And holds it flaming to each virgin breaft. 

But fmce the legends of monadic blifs 
By .fraud are fabled, and by youth believ'd, 

Unbought experience learn from my diftrefs. 
Oh ! mark my lot, and be no more deceiv'd. 

Three luftres fcarce with hafVy wing were fled. 
When I was torn from ev'ry weeping friend, 

A thoughtlefs vidiim to the temple led. 
And (blufh ye parents 1) by a father's hand. 

Yet then what folemn fcenes deceiv'd my chpicel 
The pealing organ's animating found. 

The choral virgin's captivating voice. 
The blazing altar^ and the priefls around ; 
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The train 6f youths array'd in ptireft whits. 

Who fcatter'd myrtles as I pafs'd along ; 
The thoufand lamps that pour*d a flood of lightj 

The kifs-of peace from all the veftal throngs 

The golden cenfer tofsM with gracc^nl hand, 
Whofe fragrant breath Arabian odour feed: 

Of meek-ey'd novices the circling band. 
With blooming chaplets wove aroimd their head. 

—My willing foul was caught in rapture's flamey 
While facred ardour glow'd in ev'ry vein: 

Methought applauding angels fung my name. 
And heaven*is unfullied glories gilt the fane. 

This temporary tranfport foon expir'd, 
My drooping heart confcfs'd a dreadful void: 

E'er fmce, alas I abandoned, uninfpir'd, 
I tread this dome to mifery allied. 

No wakening joy informs my fullen bread. 

Through opening fkies no radiant fcraph fmiles^ 

No faint defcends to footh my foul to reft, 
No dream of blifs tfhe dreary ni^t beguiles. 

Here haggard Difcontent ftill haunts my view^ 
The fombre genius reigns in ev'ry place. 

Arrays each virtue in the darkeft hue. 
Chills ev'ry prayer, and cancels ev'ry grace. 
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I meet ber ever ia the cheerlefs cell. 

The gloomy grotto and tiafocial woodi 
I hear her ever in the midnight belli 

The boUow gale, and hoarie^refounding flood* 

This caus'd a mother's tender tears to flow^ 
(The iad remembrance time (ball ne'er erafe) 

When having feal'd th' irrevocable vow^ 
I haAen'd to receive her lad embrace. 

Full well ihe then preiag'd my wretched fate^ 
Th' unhappy moments of each future daufi 

When lock'd within this terror-fliedding grate. 
My joy.-deierted ioul would pine away. 

Tet ne'er did ber maternal voice unfold 

This cloifler'd fccne in all its horror dreft ; 
, Nor did (he then my trembling fleps withold 
When here I enter'd a relu<aant gueft. 

Ah ! could (he view her only child betray'dy 
And let fubmiflion o'er her love prevail^ 

Th' unfeeling prieft why did (he not upbraid? 
Forbid the vow, and rend the hov'ring veil? 

Alas ! ihe might not — her relentlefs lord 

Had feal'd ber lips, and chid her (breaming teai^ 

So anguiib in her breait conceal'd its hoard* 
And all the mother funk iii dumb defpair* 
D 2 
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But thou, who ofwn*ft a father's facred name. 

What a£t impell'd thee to this ruthlefs deed f 
What Clime had forfeited my filial claim } 

And|;iv'n (oh blafting thought!) thy heart to bleed f 

If then tlsne injur'd child deferve thy eare. 
Oh haile, and bear her from this lonefome gloom ! 

In vain — no words can footh his rigid ear; 
And Gallia's laws have rivetted my doom. 

Ye cloifterM fair — ye cenfurc-breathing faints, 
Supprefs your tsants, and learn at length to fpare^ 

Though mid thefe holy walls I vent my plaints. 
And give- to forrow what is due to pray'r. 

I fled not to this manfion's deep recefs 
To veil the bluihes of a guilty ihame> 

The tenor of an iil-fpent life redrefs, 
And ihatch from infamy a fmking name. 

Yet let me to my fate fubmiffive bow ; 

From fatal fymptoms if I right conceive. 
This (bream, Ophelia, has not long to flow. 

This voice to murmur, and this bread to heave; 

All! when extended on th' untimely bier. 
To yonder vault this form Ihall be convey'd, « 

Thou'lt not refufe to (bed one grateful tear. 
And breathe the requiem to my fleeting (hade. 
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With pious footftep join the (able train. 

As through the Isngthening ile they take their way^ 
A glimmering taper let thy hand fuftain. 

Thy foothing voice attune the funeral lay : 

fiehold the mini^Ur who lately gave 
The facred veil, in garb of moiamful hue, 

(More friendly office) bending o'er ray grave, 
And fprinkling my remaiiis with baUow'd dew : 

As o'er the corfe he ftrews the rattling duft, 
The flerneA heart will raife compaifion's figh : 

Ev'n then, no longer to his child unjufl, 
The tears may trickle from a father's eye. 



HYMN ON SOLITUDE. 

Sr THO MSOK. 

Hail, mildly pteafcng Solitude! 
Companion of the^ife and good; 
But from whofe holy, piercing eye. 
The herd of fools and villains fly. 

Oh ! how I love with thee to walk, 
Aftd liften to thy whifper'd talk, 
Which innocence and truth imparts. 
And melts the moll obdurate hearts. 
»3 
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A thoufand fliapes you wear with tzQt, 
And (till in every ihape you pleafe. 
Now wrapt in feme myfterious dream^ 
A lone philofopher you feem j 
Now quick from hill to vale you fly^ 
And now you fweep the vaulted flcy. 
A ihepherd next, you- haunt the plainy 
And warble forth your oaten £lrain» 
A lover now, witii all the grace 
Of that fweet paffion in your face : 
Then, caImM to frieodihipi you aifume 
The gentle-looking Hartford's bloom^ 
As, with her Mufidora, (he 
(Her Mufidora fond of thee) 
Amid the long- withdrawing vale, 
' Awakes the rivaird nightingale. 

Thine is the balmy breath of mom^ 
Juft as the dew-bent rofe is born j 
And while meridian fervours beat,. 
Thine is the woodland dumb retreat : 
But chief when evening fcenes decay. 
And the faint landfcape fwims away^ 
Thine is the doubtful foft decline, 
And that beft hour of nfuirng thiae: 

Defcending angels blefs thy train^ 
The virtues of the fage and fwain; 
Plain Innocence, in white arrayM,. 
Before thee lifts her fearlefs heads 
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Religion's beams arotmd thee fhine. 
And cheer thy glooms with light divine: 
About thee fports fweet Liberty^ 
And rapt Urania fmgs to thee. 
Oh 1 let me pierce thy fecret ccU, 
. And in thy deep recedes dwell. 
Perhaps from Norwood's oak-clad hill^ 
When Meditation has her fill, 
I juft may caft my carelefs eyes 
Where London's fpiry turrets rife. 
Think of its crimes, its cares, its pain. 
Then Ihield me in the woods again. 



ODE TO SENSIBILITY. 

Thanks to thee, Nymph, whofe powerful hand 

From dulnefs fet me free. 
Thy praifes I'll for ever fmg. 

Sweet Senlibility. 

Thy touch, fo gentle and benign. 

Revives the torpid heart. 
Thou pleafure canft from pain refine^ 

To joys new joy impart. 

By thee the gaudy rainbow (how$ 
More beauties to the eye. 
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By thee more fweetly fmells the roTe, 
' And boaAs.a brighter dye* 

By thee I tafte the lufciovis fWeets 

Of Cloe*s ne£^M kUs, 
By thee I laugh, or cheerftil fing. 

And feize each transient hb&. 

When Cloe tunes her liquid Voice,^ 

Or tries foft muiic's art, 
By thee the founds melodious pierce. 

Like lightning, to the heart. 

vBy thee the poet's charm tng lays 
Our various paffions move, 
Now fiise the foul with rage, or melt 
To pity, or to love. 

By thee the fcientific pa^ 
The fcholar*s eye delights j 

By thee he Ihares the feaft of wij. 
Or wit himfelf indites. 

With thee we tafle the joys of wine. 
Of friendlhip, and of love j 

When thou art gone we lonely pine. 
Or melancholic rove. 
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CONTENT. 

A PASTORAL. 
Br CUNNINGHAM, 

O'br moorlandsand mountains rudeybarreoy andbaroy 

As wilder'd and wearied I roam, 
A gentle young fhepherdefs fees my defpair. 

And leads me o'er lawns to her home. 

Yellow (heafs from rich Ceres hercottage had crownM^ 
Green rulhes were ^rcw'd on her floor. 

Her caiement fweet woodbines crept wantonly round^ 
And deck'd the fod feats at the door. 

We fate ourfelves down to a cooling repaft , 
Freih fruits ! — and fhe cuil'd me the beft; 

"Wliilft, thrown from my guards by fome glances Ihe 
Love flyly ftole into my breaft. [caft, 

I told my foft wilhcs — flie fwcetly reply'd, 

(Ye virgins her voice was divine \) 
I*ve rich ones reje^d, and great ones denyM ; 

Yet take me, fond ihepherd — I'm thine. 

Her air was fo modeft, her afpedl fo meek^ 
So fimple, yet fweet were her charms, 

I kifsM the ripe rofes that glow*d on her cheek. 
And lock'd the lov'd maid in my arms. 
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And ^— oti the banks by the ftream, 
Reclin'd on hec bofom I fink into fleep. 

Her image Hill foftens my dream. 

Tos^ther we range o'er the fiow-rifing hills. 

Delighted with jiaAor&l "views. 
Or reft on the rock whence the ftreamlet diftilb^ 

And mark out new themes for my mufe. 

To pomp or proud titles die ne'er did afpirs. 

The danafcPs of humble defcent ! 
The cottager Peace is well known for her fire. 

And ihepherds have nam'd her> Content. 



A PRAYER 

FOR INDIFFERENCE. 

£Y MRS, GREVILLE. 

Oft I've implored the gods in vain, 

And pray'd till I've been Weary; 
For once I'll try my wifti to gain 

Of Oberon the fairy. 
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Sweet airy being, wanton iprite. 
That lurk'ft in woods- unfeen; 

And oft by Cynthia's filver Hght 
Tripp*ft gaily o'er the green 

If e'er thy pitying heart was mov'i^ 

As ancient iiories tell. 
And for th' Athenian maid who lov'd. 

Thou fought'ft a WMidrous fpetli 

Oh ! deign once more t' cscert thy powvf t 

Haply fome herb or tteCf 
Sovereign as juice of weftem lloweri 

Conceals a balm for me. 

I aik no kind return of tove. 
No tempting charm to pteafet 

Par from the heart thofe gifts nemo^e. 
That iighs for peace and eafe* 

Nor peace nor eafe the heart can know. 
Which, like the needle true, 

Turns at the touch of joy or woe. 
But, turning, trembles -too. 

Far as diftrefs the foul can wound, 

'Tis pain in each degree : 
*Tis blifs but to a certain bound $ 

Beyond, is agony. 
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Take then this treacherous fenfe of mme. 

Which dooms me ftiU to (mart; 
Which pleafure can to pain refine^ 

To pains new pangs impart. 

Oh, haAe to fh^d the facred balm ! 

My ihatter'd nerves new itring; 
And for my gueft, ferenely calm. 

The nymph^ Indifierence» bring. 

At her approach, fee Hope, fee Fear^ 

See Expedlation fly ; 
And Difappointment in the rear. 

That blafts the promised joy. 

The tear which pity taught to floW| 

The eye (hall then difown: 
The heart that melts for others woe^ 

Shall then fcarce feel its own. 

The wounds which now each m(»nent bleed^ 

Each moment then (hall clofe. 
And tranquil days 0iall ftill fucceed 

To nights of calm repofe. 

O^ fairy elf! but grant me this^ 

This one kind comfort (end; 
And fo may never-fading bliis 

Thy flow'ry paths attend I 
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So may the glow-worm's gUmm'ring light 

Thy tiny footfteps lead 
To fome new region of delight, 

Unknown to m<^al tread. 

And be thy acorn goblet fiird 

With heav'n's ambrofial dew; 
From fweeteft^ frelheft fiow'rs diftill'd. 

That (bed freih fweets for you. 

And what of life remains for me, 

1*11 pafs in fober eafe ; 
Half-pleas'dy contented will I be, 

Content but half to pleafe. 



ON THE 

IMMORTALITY 

OF THE 

SO U L. 

Ir we with biNites muft (hare a common fate, 
Nor quit this earthly, for a better ftatc. 
If cniel death dbftroys the thinking part, 
And ftrikes the fpirit, as it ftrikes the heart. 
Say, to what purpofe was our reafon given, 
Keaibn, the greateft^ nobleft gift of Heaven * 
E 
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Say, who would ever be upon their guard 

'Gainfl vice, if virtue meets With no reward? 

Much happier does the mi>ertSns appear, 

Who drinks of pleafure's cap. witfaouft a fear: 

His days are jovial, ev'ry fcene is gay, 

And in amufements pafs his time away, 

'Till the lafl period o£ his life is come,. 

And death conducts him to the filent tomJb. 

Turn from this pidhice of earth's hap^ mam. 

And let us that of virtue's votaries fcan. 

See merit oft expos 'd to envious hate. 

The frowns of fortune, and the ftorms of fate : 

See the good man by dire misfortune, led ^ 

Subfervient to the wealthy fool for bread : 

There often doom'd to hear what gives offence. 

To truth, morality, and common fenfe : 

'Till worn with forrow, and by grief oppreft. 

The weary foul fighs for its promised rdft. 

And like the hireling, working for his pay, 

Welcomes the evening of a toilfome day: 

If this be true, what greater propf ca« rife 

That virtue blooms but in her native fldes ? 

The charming, plant, herejnursM with,JtoR^r.isan9> 

By death tranfplanted, yields its produce theire. > 

This thought alone can the good man ftifhiln, ' 

And give him eafe in poverty and pain. 

Who will not calmly bear ftern fortune's frown^ 

That know4 heJSoox^ ihaU gaia « ^af'Dly erowoi 
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Who does on fublunary blifs depend, 
That hopes a happineis which ne'er (hall end ? 
Have courage then, ye meritorious few, 
Whom ftrong tomptatioos labour to fubdue. 
Fight the good fight, and with life's lateft breath. 
Prove g]orious victors over Sin and Death, 



ODE, IN ELFRIDA. 

Br MASOU. 

Hail to thy living light, 
Ambrofial Mom ! all hail thy rofeat ray 
That bids gay nature all her charms difplay 

In varied beauty bright 1 
That bids each dewy-fpangled flowret rife. 
And dart around its vermeil dyes; 
Bids filver luftre grace yon' fparkling tide 
That winding warbles down the mountain's fide. 

Away, ye goblins idl 1 
Wont the bewilder'd traveller to daunt ; 
Whofe vagrant feet have trac'd your fecret haunt 

Befide fome lonely wall. 
Or Ihatter'd ruin of a mofs-grown tow'r, 
Where, at pale midnight's flilleft hour. 
Through each rough chink the folemn orb of night, 
Fours noomentary gleams of trembling light. 
£ a 
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Away, ye elves, away ! 

Shrink at ambrofial Morning's living riji 
That living ray, whofe pow'r benign, 
Vnfolds the fccne of glory to our eye. 
Where, thron'd in- artleis majefty. 
The cherub beauty fits on nature's ruitic ihriiie; 



HYMN TO CONTENTMENT. 



Lovely, laAing peace of mind ! 
Sweet delight of human kind I 
lleav'nly bom, and bred on higb> 
To crown, the fav'htes of the Iky 
With more of happinefs below 
Than vi^loFS in a triumph know I 
Whither, O whither art thou fled^ 
To lay thy meek, contented head I 
What happy region doft thou pleafe . 
To make the. feat of calms and eafe ^ 

Ambition fearches all its fphere 
Of pomp and (late to meet thee there.. 
Increafing Avaiice would find 
Thy prefence in its gold enihrin'd. 
The bold advcnt'rer ploughs his way. 
Through rocks amidlt the foaminf^ fcKk 
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To gain thy love ; and then perceives 
Thou wert not in the rocks and waves. 
The filent heart which grief affails, 
Treads foft and loneromc o*er the vales, 
Sees daifies open, rivers run, 
And feeks (as I have vainly done) 
Amufing thought; but learns to know 
That Solitude's the nurfe of woe. 
No real happinefs is found 
In trailing purple o'er the grousjd r ' 
Or, in a foul exalted high. 
To range the circuit of the flcy, 
Converfe with ftars above, atnd know 
All nature in its forms below : 
The reft it feeks in fecking dies. 
And doubts at faft for knowledge rife. 

Lovely, lafling Peace, appear ! 
This world itfdf, if thou* art here. 
Is once again with Eden bleft> 
And man contalins it in his breaft. 

*Twas thus, as under (hade I ftood, 
I fung my wiihes to the Wodd, 
And loft in thought, no ihdre perceived . 
The branches WWrpter sfs t!i^ wavM : ' 
It ieem*d as all' the: quiet plate 
Confefs'd the preferice of the grace. 
When thus (he fpoke — go rule thy- \v4U,- 
Bid thy wild paflioffs all be ftiil, 
H3 



>d by Google 



54 SELECT PaEMS^ 

Know God— and bring thy heart to know 
The joys which from religion flow : 
Then cv'ry grace fliall prove its gueft. 
And I'll be there to crown the reft,. 
Oh L by yonder mofly feat. 
In my hours of fweet retreat;; 
Might I thus my foul employ. 
With fenfe of gratitude and joy;. 
Kais'd as ancient prophets were 
In heav'nly vifion^ praife and prayer : 
Pleafmg all men, hurting none, 
FIcasM and bleft with God alone:. 
Then while the gardens take my fight^ 
With all the ccdoiirs olf delight ; 
While filver waters glide along, 
To pleafe my ^ar, and court my fon^, 
I'll lift my voice and tune my ibingf 
And Thee, great Source of naturei, frng^ 

The fun that walks his aiiy way. 
To light the world,.and give the day ; 
The moon that. fliines with borrowed light; 
The liars that gild the ^oomy night; 
The feas that roll unnumbered waves; 
The wood thatipreads itslhady leaves;. 
The field whofe ears conceal the grainy. 
The yellow treafure of the plain; 
All of thefe,.and all I fee, 
&o\^ be iVing, and tog by mcj» 
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They fpeak their maker as they can. 
But want and a(k the toague of man. 
Go fearch among your idle dreams 
Your bufy or your vain exeremes^ 
And find a life of equal bUfs> 
Or own the next begun in this. 
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THE 

COUNTRY-BOX, 175^^. 

Sr ROBERT LLOYD, A,M, 

V08 fapere et fobs aio bene vivere, quoruoij 
Confpicitur nitidis fiuidata pecunia viHis K^T^ 

The wealthy Cit, grown- old inrtn^> 
Now wilhes for the rural ihade. 
And buckles to his one-horfe chair 
Old Dobbin, oc the foundered mare; 
While wedg'd in clofely by bis iide 
Sits Madam, his unwieldy bxide. 
With Jacky on a ftool before 'em> 
And out they jog in due decorum* 
Scarce paft the turnpike half a mile>« 
How all the country feems to (mile I 
And as they llowly.jog together, 
The Cit commends the road and weather. > 
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While Madam doats upon the trees. 
And longs for ev*ry houfo Ibe fees, 
Admires its views^ its fitaation. 
And thus Ihe opens, her oration. 

What fignify the loads of wealthy 
Without that richeft jewel, health* 
Excufe the fondnefs of a wife. 
Who doats upon your precious Tife I 
Such eafelefs toil, fuch^ooftant care, 
Is more than human ftrength can bear j 
One miiy obferve it in you« face— ^ 
Indeed, my dear, you break apace : 
And nothing ean your health repair, 
But exercife, and country air. 
Sic Traffic has a ho\tf«, you. know, . 
About a mile from Cheney-row : 
He's a good man> indtbd 'tis- thie^ • 
But not fo warm, my dear, as you r 

And folks are always apt to fneer 

One would not be out-done, my dear t 

Sir Traffic's name fo well apply'd 
Awak'd his brother -merchant's pride; 
And Thrifty, who' Had all bis Hfe 
Paid utmoft deference to^ His wife; 
Confefs'd her arguments had reafon, 
And by th' approaching fummer feafoni 
Draws a few himdreds from the {lock^. 
And purchafes Ws Country-BoX. 
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Some three or four miles out of town» 
(An hour's ride will bring- you downy) 
He fixes on his choice abode> 
Nor half a furlong ^m the road r 
And fo convenient does it lay. 
The ftages pafs it ev'ry day ? 
And then fo fnug,.fo mighty pretty. 
To have an houfe fo near the city I 
Take but your places at the Boar, 
You're fet down at the very door. 

Well then, fuppofe them fix'd at laft,. 
White- wafliingy pointing,, fcrubbing pad,. 
Hugging themfelyes in eafe an«l clover. 
With all the fuf^ of moving over; 
LOf a new heap of whims are bred 1 
And wanton in my lady's head. 

Well to be. fure, it muft be own'il,. 
It is a charming fpot of ground; 
So fweet a diftance for a r'ldtp. 
And all about fo countrified I 
nr would come to but a trifling prics- 
To make it quite a paradife; 
I cannot bear thofe nafty rails, 
Thofe i:q[;ly broken mouldy pales : 
Suppofe, my dear, inAead of thefe,. 
Wie build a railing, all Chinefe, 
Although one hates to be expos'd,, 
^i» diimal to be thus iaclos'd ;. 
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One hardly any objoA £b«8--« 
I wiih you'd fell thofe odious trees. 
Objects continual paiTing by 
Were fomething to amuie the cjre. 
But to be pent within the walls- 
One might as well be at St. Paul's. 
Our houfe beholders would adore. 
Was there a level lawn before; 
Nothiag its views to incommode^ 
But quite laid open to the road I 
While every- traveller in amaze. 
Should on oar little manfion ga2e^ 
And, pointing to the choice retreat. 
Cry, that's Sir Thrifty'scountry-feat, 

No doubt her arguments prevail. 
For Madam's tafte can never. faiL 

Bleit age I wl^en all men may procure 
The title of a connoiifiiur; 
When noble and ignobll^>herd 
Are govern'd by a fmgle word i 
Though, like the::rby^ German dames, ' 
It bears an hundred chrKtian names} 
As Genius, Fancy, Judgment, Gout, 
Whim, Caprice, Je ne fcai quoi, Virtu: 
Which appellations all defcribe 
Tafte and the modem tafleifiil tribe. 

Now bricklayers, carpenters> and joiners^ 
With Chinefe artiUs, and defigners, 
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Produce their fchemes of alteration^ 
To work this wondrous reformation. 
The ufeful dome, -which £ecnt ftood, 
Embofom'd ifl the yew-tree's wood. 
The trav'ller with amazement fees 
A temple, Gothic, or Chineie, 
With many a bell, and tawdry rag on. 
And crefted with a fprawling dragon ; 
A wooden arch is bent ailnde 
A ditch of water, four foot wide. 
With angles, curve?* and Eig2ag lines. 
From Halfpenny's exadt defigns. 
In front, a level lawn is feen. 
Without a Ihrub upon the green,' 
Where Tafte would want its firft great law, 
But for the fkulking, fly ha-ha, 
By whofe miraculous affiftance. 
You gain a profpedt two fields diftance. 
And now from Hyde-Park Comer come 
The gods of Athens, and of Rome. 
Here fquabby Cupids take their places. 
With Venus, and the clumfy Graces: 
Apollo there, with* aim' fd elever. 
Stretches his leaden bow for ever; 
And there, without the pow'r to'fly, 
Stands fix'd a tip-toe Mercury. • 

The villa thus- completely grac'd, 
AU own>^that Thnfty has a tafte; 
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And M2kdam*s female friends. and. cottTms, 
With common-council men, by dozens. 
Flock ev'ry Sunday to tbe feat, 
To ftare about them, and to eat. 



HYMN TO ADVERSITY- 

£ r CRAY, 

Daughter of Jove, relentlefs power! . 

Thou tamer of the human breail, 

Whofe iron icourge and tort'ring hour, 

The bad affright, afflia the beft! 

Bound in thy adamantine chain, 

The proud are taught to tafle of pain ; 

And purple tyrants vainly groan 

With pangs unfelt before, unpitied and alone. 

When firft thy .fire to fend •on earth 
Virtue, his darling child, defign*d. 
To thee he gave the heav'nJy birth. 
And bade to form her infant mind. 
Stem rugged nurfe! thy rigid Iopb 
With patience many a year ihe bore: 
What forrovtr was, thou bad*fl her know, 
And from her own fhe ieam'd to melt at othecs woe. 
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Scar' J at thy froWft terrific, fif 
Self-pLeafing Folly's idle brood; 
Wild laughter, noife, and thoughtleft jtff^ 
And leave \is leifure to be gpcd. 
Light they difperfe, and with them go 
The itimmer friend, the flattering foe ; 
By vain Profperity receiv'd^ 
To her they vow theif- tru(h, ztA are i^aia V^liev'd* 

WiCdom in fable garb array'd, 
Immers'd in rapt'rbui thought ^pMoiUkdp 
And melancholy, filent ma^ . 
With leaden eye, that loves the ground^ 
Still on thy rol^inn (leps attend : 
Warm Charity, the gcn'ra! friend, . ' 
With Juftice, to hcrfelf ft vcre, 
And Pity, dropjJtng fif)ft th6 fad!y-filcafiiig tear . 

Oh, gently on thf fi:^pp!iant*s head, 
Dread Gbddfeft, lay thy chaft'ning hand '. 
Not in thy gorgon terrors clad, 
Nor circled with the vengeful band 
(As by the impious thou art feen), 
With thiind'ring voice, and threat'ning miefn. 
With fcreaming Horror's funeral Cry, 
Defpair, and fell Dife^e, and ghaftly Poveitj . 

Thy fdrtn benign, oh Goddefsl %\-ear, 
Thy milder influence impart, 
Thy phrlofo^hic train be there, 
To foften, not to wound my heart. 
F 
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The gcn'rous fpark cxtinft revive. 

Teach me to love and to forgive^ 

£xa6t my own defeats to fcan. 

What others are, to feel^and know myfelf a man. 



MESSIAH. 

A SACRED ECLOGUE. 
Br POPE, 

Ye nymphs of Sollma! begin the fong : 
To heavenly themes fublimer flrains belong^ 
The molTy fountains^ and the fylvan fliades. 
The dreams of Pindus and th* Aonian maids, 

Delight no more ^O thou my voice infpire 

Who touch'd Ifaiah's hallow'd lips with fire 1 

Rapt into future times, the Bard begun : 
A Virgin (hall conceive, a Virgin bear a foni 
From Jeffe's root behold a branch arife, 
Whofe facred flow'r with fragrance fills the fkies : 
Th' aethereal Spirit o'er its leaves ftiall move, 
And on its top defcends the myftic dove. 
Ye heav'ns ! from high the dewy nedtar pour. 
And in foft filence Ihed the kiodly ftiow*r 1 
The fick and weak the healing plant ihall aid. 
From Itorms a ihelter, and from heat a 0iade. 
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All crimes (hall cesSe, and ancient fraud Ihall fail ^ 
Returning Juftice lift aloft her fcale ; 
I'eace o'er the world her olive wand extend^ 
And white-rob'd Innocence from heav'n defcend. 
Swift fly the yean, and rife the expelled mom ! 
Oh fpring to light, aufpicious Babe 1 be bom. 
See nature haftes her earliefl wreaths to bring. 
With all the incenfe of the breathing fpring i 
See lofty Lebanon his head advance. 
See nodding forefts on the mountains dance : 
See fpicy clouds from lowly Saron rife, 
And Carmers fiow'ry top perfumes the (kies I 
Hark ! a glad voice the lonely defert cheers i 
Prepare the way ! a God, a God appears 1 
A God, a God I the vocal hills reply. 
The rocks proclaim th' approaching Deity. 
Xo, earth receives him from the bending ikies I 
Sink down, ye mountains ! and, ye vallies, rife ! 
With heads declin'd, ye cedars, homage pay ! 
Be fmooth, ye rocks ! ye rapid floods, give way f 
The Saviour comes ! by ancient bards foretold : 
Hear him, ye deaf ! and all ye blind, behold ! 
He from thick films fhall purge the vifual ray, 
And on the fightlefs eye-ball pour the day : 
*Tis he th*obftra£led paths of found ftiaU clear. 
And bid new mufic charm the unfolding ear: 
The dumb fliall fing, the lame his crutch forego. 
And leap exulting like the bounding roe. 
Fa 
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From ev'ry face he wipes off ev'ry tcfir. 
In adam£^i^^ c^fiin^ Qi^ d^th.bfi boui^^ 
Anjf he}f.'s gf i^i^ lapraof fepj t|i' ^.eiji^l ^qujbj*. 
As th^ 1^ i^^Jietjitc^p his fte^y care^ 
Seeks frei^^ paftujre> ^d/4 t^ B^u^ air,^ 
Explore^ thf ^^ thpf w^jyi^^g ^^^ dire^ 
By day o'crf^^f ^^» af?4 by Wg^t P^te^s j 
7 he tender lambs he raii^s ia his airpas. 
Feeds from jb^s bapjd> aad in his l^c^o^ warm^;^ 
Thus ihall mai^kiAd his j^aurdi^n case ejigfg;^ 
The prp|ws,^d %^$|r qf Oie futu^ ?«<? • 
No morf i}|^ P^ipi^ aga^^ nation life,, 
Nor ardent yff^j^^ffqf ig^^t with h;»tef>a ^jte^f 
Nor fields with ^ea^ii^g ijt^el b^ coyer'4 o>9Kf 
The brazep trugij^^ Ij^^e ragf tip mpr^; 
But uijsiefs lances ij$o icyUies ihaH bend. 
And |h|| broad faulohipf^ in ^ plovv^^ihare pn4» 
Then pal^gf^lJiiiaU )^f(^y- )|h^ jpyfv4 fpn 
Shall Ippjllh. what hjfil?ipf?t-lfy'd fy:^ be©?p^; 
Their ^viij^ a QianJo^ lo fh^MT F?ce i3:ij^ll yi^. 
And the iame >iairdt)i%^ fow'4> ^^' rpap tj^ |ifjd. 
The fw2^ ifk bafTfB^ 4<^%]^ ^>t^ furprjjip 
Sees lilies fpripga ?i|^ M^Pn vefd^ire pfp ^ 
And ^ar^s apai^t ^ th^% wiWf tp-^g^ 
New falls qf w^j^^r |f)U|:i9Vii^£ ifi J4fe ??'!!•. 
On ri(t^4- F^tfei ^e .4r%a9&'s late- abpt)^.Si> 
The green Tq§4. tr^^g, m^ \^ hi^li^jfti $194^ 
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Wafie famly vallies, once pcrplex'd with thorn, 
The Ipiry fir and ihapely box adorn : 
To Icaflefs (hnibs the flow*ring palms fucceed. 
And od'rous myrtle to the noifome weed. 
The lambs with wolves (hall graze the verdant mead, 
And boys in flow'ry bands the tiger lead ; 
The fteer and lion at one crib (hall meet, 
And harmlefs ferpents lick the pill^rim's feet. 
The fmiling infant in his band IhaU talCA 
The crefted bafiUlk and fpeckled faake. 
Pleas' d, the green luftre of the fcales furvey, 
And with their forky tongvie Ihjll innocently play. * 
Rife, crown'd with light, imperial Salem, rife I 
Exalt thy tow*ry head, and lift thy eyes ! 
See a long race thy fpacious courts adorn { 
See future fons, and daughters yet imborn. 
In crowding ranks on ev'ry fide arife, 
]>emandmg life, impatient for the fieies 1 
See barb'rous nations at thy gates attend. 
Walk in thy light, and in thy temple bend; 
See thy bright altars throng'd with proftrate kings. 
And heap'd with produfls of Sabsean fprings ! 
For tliee Idume's fpicy forefts blow. 
And feeds of gold, in Ophir*s mountains glow. 
See heav'n its fparkling portals wide difplay. 
And break upon thee in a flood of day I 
No more the rifing fun ihall gild the morn, 
Nor ev*mng Cynthia fill her filver horn ; 
F3 
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But 1^ 4iffi4y;d in t^^ ft^i^ior fays,. 
One tide of gloiy^ qne u^lp^ded hia^o 
O'erflqw thy. QCMiftS: • t^ loglH ll^pn^lf^ i)l^ i|^P 
Reveal*d, arid Q^'s^ti««^4,day IpHe.lUio^l 
T^. f<?aft ^^ w^^^ ^b^ fl^ ij^ ^&W>H« d€«ay> 
Rocks fall to <^\#, aip^ ¥(i^^iK^4m» n«^ aiyay ; 
But fix'd his, WQfdi.l^ fevir^g p<W9|( neroaii^i 
Thy re^ig^ f«r,^v«T l^t% ^M aw» Mftfi^ ^Wtil Fj 

AN INQJJIRY 

AFTER MAPJ^INESSk 

B r MJ ^ S. CAR r ^, Rt 

The inidn>ghjl.illPiDn! l^«Dd)Ci kfii^ 

O'er natvH^'fii feft i«p«fcs. 
No low'ring clfHid o^wpcs the flty. 

Nor ruffli|&g temped Uofws^ 

Now ev'or 9^1^ M^Si ^ iwiky 

X^e thfebing ^«r^ lira a>aj 
And varying iioh^f^ps, Qf Uf« af> SMT^- 

Piftraft the la^'inuig wiH, 

In filenc^ fav^'d> lio re»ijM9i's VQic«> 

Attends eac)^ isi^tQj^p^Mr'iS' 
Come, deafi ^wiUff* ^^ esBtt*^- 

llefleaion:^feY'i^lapwr». ^. 
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Come ; while the peac^f^k (<W» WrviCe8» 
Lee's fearch this ample irowi4i 

Where fhall the lovely j|«(9£^9g fWB^ 
Of Happinefs be found ? 

Does it amidft the £roli9 mlrUi 

Of gay affemblies dweU ? 
Or hide beneath the C^kxVtfi gUptUP^ 

That (hades the hermit'^ ««U.?) 

How oft the lauglraifp VrOW. oC joy^ 
A fick'ning heart conceals! 

And through the cloiilec*ft dsesp sec«6^ 
Invading forrow fteals. 

in vain through beauty,^ fortune, wit. 

The fugitive we trace ; 
It dwells not in the faitWeft fmile. 

That brightens. Clodio's flee. 

Perhaps the joy .^o tl^efe deny'd* 
The heart in fricndftiip fii^d^i. 

Ah ! dear delufton^ g^y cpace^ 
Of vifionary mind^l 

Howe'er our varying nQtip^is rovf. 

Yet all agree in one^ 
To place its being in forae (Val^. 

At diiiance from our own^ 
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O blind to each indulgent aim, 

Of pow*r fupremely wife. 
Who fancy Happ^nefs in ought . 

The hand of Heav'n denies ! 

Vain is alike the joys we feek. 

And vain what we poffefs,^ 
Unlefs hannoniousreafon tunes 

The paf&ons into peace. 

To temper'd wiflies, juft defires. 

Is Happinefs confin'd ; 
And deaf to Folly's call, attends 

The mufic of the mind. 

WRITTEN AT MIDNIGHT. 

I» A 

THUNDER STORM. 

Br THE a^AME. 
Let coward Guilt, with pallid Fear, 

To (helt'ring caverns fly, » 
And juftiy dread the vengeful fate, ■ 

That thunders tlirough the iky. 

Protefted by that Hand, whofe law 

The threat'ning ftorms obey. 
Intrepid Virtue fmiles fecure, 

As in the blaze of day* 
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In the thick clqvid's trem^^idoiu gloofi ) 

The lightnings lurid glare^ 
It views the fame all-gracious Power) 

That breathes the vernal air« 

Through. Aa(«MP9'6 over-varyiBg istotf . 

By diff* rent ways purfu'd, 
Ti^ff oaeitemaleail oCHeav'n ... t 

Is univerfal good. 

With like beneficent ttk€t 

O'er flaming aether glows^ 
As when it tunes the linnet's voice j 

Or blufhes in the rof(?> 

By reafon tauglu to (com thoCe fears 

That vulgar minds moleft. 
Let no fantaftic terrors break 

My dear Narciffa's reft. 

Thy life may all the tend'reft care 

Of Providence defend i 
And delegated angels roux>d 

Their guardian wi;igs extend. 

When, thrqugh creation's vaft exjm^jc^^ 

The la£l dread thjinders. roll, 
Untune the concord of the fphere?. •> 

And ^gke the rjfmg fouj : 
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UnmovM may*ft thou the final ftorm. 

Of jarring worlds furvey, 
That ufhers in the glad ferene 

Of everlafting day. 



THE EVENING WALK. 

Sr THE SAME. 

How fweet the calm of this fequefter'd fliore^ 

Where ebbing waters muTically roll; 
And folitude, and iilent eve rellore 

The philofophic temper of the fouL 

The fighing gale, whofe murmurs JuU to reft 

The bufy tumult of declining day. 
To fyropathetic quiet Tooths the breads 

And ev'ry wild emotion dies away. 

Farewel the objects of diurnal care. 

Your talk be ended with the fetting fun : 

Let all be undi£lurb*d vacation here, 
While o*er yon wave afcends the peaceful mooa. 

What beauteous vijfiohs o*er the foftenM heart. 
In this Hill moment all their charms diffufe, 

Serener joys, and brighter hopes impart, 
And cheer the foul with more than mortal views. 
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Here faithful mem'ry wakens all her pow'rf^ 

She bids her fair ideal forms afcend^ 
And quick to ev*ry gladden'd thought reftores 

The focial virtue^ and the abfent Iriend. 

Come, * * * ^ * * * *, come, and with me Iharc 
The fober pleafures of this folemn fcfaiie; • '." 

While no rude t^mpeft clouds the ruffled air. 
But all, like thee, is fmi^ng and ffirene. 

Come, while the cool, the folitanr hours 
Each fooliih care, and giddy wiih controul. 

With all thy foft perfuafion's wonted pow'rsy 
Beyond the liars tranfport my Ufieaixig fouL 

Oh, when the earth detain'4 by empty ihow. 
Thy voice has taught the triflcr how to rifo; ' 

Taught her to look wit^ fcom on things .I'elow, ;' . 
And feek her better portion in the ikies. 

Come, and the facred eloquence repeat : 
The world Ihall vanifh at its gentle found, 

Angelic forms ihall vifit this retreat. 

And op'ning heav'n diilufe its glories iSomdl 
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Wayi^-E ibfirtWough water, e^arth, arid ai/ 

The vemal'^jirfes 'rb\«B, ' 
From noify joyB> aftd'gi<!^ crcWd^l 

To rural fcenefe Iremov*, 

The mountain, friowe are? aii^difiKTt*^^ 
An4 ^hufbVi thif b^*rirfg' gMe: 

While fragrant Zdphyrs gisntly bresathef. 
Along thr^tfr'ry vale. 

The circKnf^piUneis* coi^ant roifmds 

The.Wintty waftes rejiak : 
And ftili, Horn teAi^Jdrary d6ath, 

Renew tfa8i;e)rdaiit y<6ar> i 

But ha I when once our traiifient' bfoom^ 

The fpring of life, is o'er, 
That rofy feafon» takes it^ Aight, 

And'muft rettxrti no rtiofe. 

Yet judge by reafon*s fober rules, 

From falfe opinion free. 
And mark how little, pilfering years 

Can fteal from you orpine. 
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Si^LtCT POMMi. 
Each moral pletffure «f the heatr^ 

Each ixRin% charm* of tnith, 
Depends not on thtf giddy aki. 

Of wild, inconllant youth. 

The vain coquet, whofe empty pride 

A fading face fupplies, 
May juftly drestd the wintry gloom. 

Where all its glory dies. 

Leave fuch a ruin to deplore. 

To fading forms confin'd : 
Nor age, nor wrinkles difcompofe 

One feature of the mind. 

Amidft the un?verfal change 

Unconfcious of decay, 
It views, vmmov'd, the fcyth« of Time 

Sweep ail bcftdes away; 

Fixt on its own eternal frame^ 

Eternal are its joys: 
While, borne on tranfitory wings, 

Each mortal pteafare ffies. 

While ev'ry (hort-Uv'd fldw'r of fcnfe 

Dcftru^ve year* confumc j 
Through fnendihip's fair enchanting walks 

Unfading myrtles^ bloom. 
G 
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Nor with the narrow boundg oC time, 

The beauteous profpc^ end?,. 
But, lengthen'd througl;i the vale of death. 

To paradife extends. 



THE STORY OF LA.VINIA. 

FROM THOMSON'S SEASONS, 

Soon as thf morning trembles o'er the Iky, 
And unperceivM unfolds the Spreading day, 
Before the ripen*d field the. reapers ftand 
In fair array, each by the lafs he loves. 
To bear the rougher part, and mitigate, , - 
By namelefs gentle offices, her toil. 
At once they floop, and fiffell the lufty Iheaves, . 
While through their cheerful band the rural talk, 
The rural fcandal, and the rural jeft, 
Fly harmlefs, to deceive the tedious time. 
And fteal, unfelt, the fultry hours away. 
Behind the maAer walks, builds up the ihocks, 
And, confcious, glancing oft' on every fide . 
His fated eye, feels his heart heave with joy. 
The gleaners fpread aroxmd, and here and there, 
Spike after fpike, their fcanty harveft pick. 
Be not too narrow, huibandmen ! but fling 
From the full Iheaf, with charitable Health, 
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The liberal handful. Think, oh, gratefiil, think t 
How good the God of barvelt is to you. 
Who pourt abundance o'er your flowing fields ; 
While theie unhappy partners of your kind, 
Wide-hover round you like the fowls of heaven, * 
And sSk. (heir humble dole. The various turns 
Of fortune ponder}' that your fons may want 
What now> with hard reluctance, faint ye give. 

The lovely young Lavinia once had friends, 
And fortune fmird, deceitful, on her birth : 
For in her helplefs years deprived of all. 
Of every Hay £aye Innocence and Heaven, 
She with her widow'd mother, feeble, old. 
And poor, liv'4 in a cottage, far retir'd 
Among the windings of a woody vale; 
By fdlitude and deep furrounding (hades, 
But more by balhful mod^y, conceal' d. 
Together thus they ihunn'<i the cruel fcom 
Which Virtue, funk ta poverty, would meet 
From giddy PalTioii and low minded Pride : 
Almoft on Nature's common bounty fed. 
Like the gay birds that fung them to repofe. 
Content, and carelefs of to-morrow's fare. 
Her form was freftier than the morning rofe. 
When th© dew wets sts leaves; unftain'd and pure. 
As is the lily or the mountam-fnow. 
The modefi virtues mingled in her eyes, 
Still on the ground, deje^ed, darting all 
G z 
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Their humid jbeauM into the blbomins &>iRrei«; 
Or when the oojoumfol tale her .mother tdW, 
Of whftt j^r iittcUeft fortune proem'd oace, 
Thrill'd ia beriiboug^, .tfaay.» liHfi the ciemsgr Ibdr 
Of evenmgy fhooe in tears. A native 'grace 
Sat fair proportioned on her |>aliib'd UwSas, 
Veil'd in a iin^ipk ix^^itbeir haft attire^ 
Beyood the pomp of drefs ; for loveiineis 
Xeeds not the foreign aid of oiouunenitji j . 

But is when unadora'd adora'd jthe moft. 
Thoughtlefs of beauty, ihe was beauty's Tctf, 
Reclufe amid .the ckie-Hembovering woodt^ 
As in the.ht^low bjieaft of Appenixie, 
Beneath the fheker of encircling hillty' 
A myrtle rire$> far from human eye, 
A&d breathes its balmy fragrance o'er tfae wild;: 
So flourifh'd, bloomings and unseen by all. 
The fweet Lavinia; till, at length, compeill'd 
By flroQg Neceffity's ihpreflfLC commaoKU 
With fmiiing patience in her looks, (he widnt '■ 
To glean Palemon's fields. The pride jof fiwains 
Palemon was ! the generous, and the richl 
Who led the rural life in all its joy 
And elegance, fuch as Arcadian fong 
Tranfmits from ancient nnconrupted tiiiic% 
When tyrant Cuftom had not fliacjded man. 
But free to fi^ow nature ivas the mode. 
He then his fancy with Autumnal icen^s. • - 
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Amufing, chanc'd bcfide his reaper- train 
To walk, when poor Lavinia drew his eye, 
Unconfcious of her power, and turning quick. 
With unaifcdted blulhes, from his gaze. 
He faw her charming, but he faw not half 
The charms her downcaft modefty conccal'd. 
That very moment love and chafle defire 
Sprung in his bofom, to himfelf unknown ; 
For ftill the world prevail'd, and its dread laugh. 
Which fcarce the firm philofopher can fcorn, 
Should his heart own a gleaner in the field : 
And thus in fecret to his foul he figh'd : 

" W^hat pity ! that fo delicate a form, 
*' By beauty kindled, where enlivening fenfe 
" And more than vulgar goodnefs feem to dwell, 
" Should be devoted to the rude embrace 
"Of fome indecent clown ! She looks, methinks, 
" Of old Acafto's line, and to my mind 
" Recals that patron of my hp.ppy life, 
" From whom my liberal fortune took its rife, 
" Now to the dult gone down, his houfes, lands, 
** And once fair- fprea ding family, diffolv'd. • 
*' 'Tis faid that in fome lone obfcure retreat, 
** Urg'd by remembrance fad, and decent priJe, 
** Far from thofe fcenes w hichknew their betterJays 
" His aged widow and hiS daughter live, 
" Whom yet my fruitlefs fearch could never find. 
** Romaiitic v.-ilh! would this th« daughter were !'* 
G3 
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When, ftrift inquiring, from herfelf he found 
She was the fame, the daughter of his friend, 
Of bountiful Acaito; who can fpeak 
Th« mingled paflioKS that furpns'd his heart, 
And through his nerves in Shivering tranfport ran ! 
Then blaz'd his fmother'd flame, avow'd, and bold. 
And as he vicw'd her, ardent, o'er and o'er. 
Love, Gratitude, and Pity, wept at once. 
Cgnfus'd, and frightened at his fadden tears. 
Her rifing beauties flufti'd a higher bloom, 
As thus Palemon, paliiorvite, and juft, 
Pour'd out the pious rapture of his foul : 

" And art thou then Acafto*s dear remains? 
" She, whom my reftlefs gratitude has fought 
" So long in vain? O heavens! the very fame, 
" The foftened image of my noble friend j 
<* Alive his every look, his every feature, 
« More elegantly touch'd. Sweeter than fpring I 
" Thou folc furviving bloflbm from the root 
" That nourilh'd up my fortune! Say, ah where I 
** In what fequefter'd defert, haft thou drawn 
" The kindeft afpc<ft of delighted Heaven > 
" Into fuch beauty fprcad, and blown fo fair, 
** Though poverty's cold wind, and cruftiing rain, 
«« Beat keen and heavy on thy tender years ? 
« O let me now into a richer foil 
< « Tranfplant thee fafe \ where vcrnalfuns and ftiow'rs 
<* Dilftife their warmeft, largcft inflxicnccj 
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'* And of my garden be the pride and joy i 
« lU it befits thee, oh ic ill befits 
" Acafto's daughter, his> who5p open ftiTes, 
** Though vaft, were little to his ampler heart, 
" The father of a country, thus to pick 
'* The very refufe of thofe harveft-fieid*:, 
" Which from his bounteous frien-llhip I enjoy ! 
'« Then throw that Ihameful pittance from thy hand, 
** But ill apply*d to fuch a rugged talk ; 
" The fields, the matter, all, my Fair I are thine, 
*' If to the various bleffings which thy houfe 
" Has on me lavifti'd, thou wilt add that blifs, 
" That deareft blifs, the power of blcfling thee !" 
Here ceas'd the youth : yet ftill his fpeaking eye 
Exprefs'd the facrcd triumph of his foul, 
With confcious virtue, gratitude, and k)ve, 
Above the vulgar joy divinely rais'd. 
Nor waited he reply. Won by the charm 
Of goodnefs irrefiftible, and all 
In fweet diforder Ipft, flae blufh'd confcnt. 
The news immediate to her mother brought, 
While, pierc*d with anxious thou^, (he pinM away 
The lonely moments for Lavinia's fate; 
Amaz'd, and fcarce believing what ftie heard, 
Joy feizd her withered veins, and one bright gleam 
Of fetting life ftione on her evening hours: 
Not lefs enraptur'd than the happy pair j 
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Who flonriih'd long in tender blifs, ancl rear'd 
A numerous offspring, lovely like themfelves, 
And good, the grace of all the country round. 



THE UNIVERSAL PRAYEa. 

Br POP E. 

Father of ^Uf in ev'iy agej 

In ev*ry clime ador'd, 
By faint, by favage,.and.by-fage, 

Jehovah, Jove, or Lord ! 

Thou great firfl caufe, leaft underflood ^ . - 

Who all Miy fenfe confin'd 
To know but this, tliat thou art good^ 

And that myielf am blind. . 

Yet gave me, in this dark eftate^ - 

To fee the good from ill ; ■ 

And binding nature fafl in fate,. 

Left free the human will. 

What confcience dilates to be done. 

Or warns me not to do, 
This, teach me more than hell to (huiv 

That, more than heav'n purfue^ 
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What blellings thy frm boun^ giffM> 

Let me aot caft fiw»yi 
For Ood is paid when qmb rMeiv«t» 

T'ei^oy if toojiey. 

Yet not to eaith'i oontra^Ud ^pMk 
Thy goodnefs let me bpundi 

Or thmk thee X«Ad alone ^am> 
When thoafand worlds are iround c 

Let not this wea]^ unkoowinig hand 
Prefume thy bolts to thjvKv, 

And deal damnation iiound the Und 
On each I judge thy foo. 

If I am rights thy grace impart^ 

Still in the right to (lay ; 
If I am wrongi oh teach my heart 

To find that better way. 

Save me alike from foolHh pride. 

Or impious diicontent, 
At aught thy wifdom has deny'd 

Or aught tby. goodnefs lent. 

Teach me to feel another'^ lyoe. 

To hide the fajalt I f«;e ; 
That mercy I to «rt;hers (haw. 

That mercy Ihow to mc. 
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Mean though 1' hm, not wholly fo, 
^ Since quickened by thy b^ftthf 
lead me whereibe'er I gOf 
Through thii day'i life or death. 

This day^ be bread and peace my lot { 

All elfe beneath the fun. 
Thou know' A if beft btoftowM or tuoti, 

And let thy will be done. 

To thee, whofe temple is all ipace, 
Whofe altar, earthy rea> ikies 1 

One chorus let all being! raifet 
All nature's incenfe rife f 



PROVIDENCE. 

Br ADDISON 

The Lord my pa(hire.fliall prepare, • 
And feed me with a (hepherd's care; 
His prefence (hall my wants rupply, ' 
And guard me with a watchful eye; 
My noon-day walks he fhall attend, 
And all my midnight hours defend. . ■• 
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When in the fultry glebe I faint^ 
Or Oft the thirfty mountain panr; 
To fertile vales and dewy meads 
My weary wandering fteps he leads ;' 
Where peaceful rivers, foft and flow, . 
Amid the verdant landfcape flow« 

' Though in the paths of death I tread, 
With gloomy horrors overfprcad, 
My ftedfaft heart fliall fear no ill. 
For thou, O Lord, art with me ftill ; 
Thy friendly crook flaall give me aid. 
And guide me through the dreadful lhade« 

Though in a bare and rugged way. 
Through devious lonely wilds I ftray> 
Thy bounty Ihall my paiqs beguile : 
The barren wildemefs (hall imile, 
With fudden greens and herbage crown'd, 
And flreams fliall murmur all around. 
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GRATITUDE. 

Sr THE SAME. 

When all thy mercies, G My God I 

My rifing foul fmreys; 
Tranfportcd with the view, I'm loft 

In wonder, love, and praifb I 

O ! how ihall words with eqtial warmth* 

The gratitude declare^ 
That glows within my raviftx'd he^ttt >' 

But thau canft read it there. 

Thy providence my Kfe fuflainM, 

And all my wants- rtdrefty 
When in the filent womb I lay. 

And hung upon the breaft. 

To all my weak complaints and cries, 

Thy mercy lent an ear, 
Ere yet my feeble thoughts had learnt 

To form themfelves in pray'r. 

Unnumber'd comforts to my foul 

Thy tender care beftow'd. 
Before my infant heart conbeiv'd 

From whom thofe comforts fiow'd. 
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When in the flipp'ry paths of youth 

With heedlefs ileps I ran, 
Thine arm, unfeen, convey 'd me fafe, 

And led me Up to man. 

Through hidden dangers, toils, and deaths, 

It gently ciear'd my way, 
And through the pleafHig fnares of vice, 

More to be fear'd than they. 

When worn with fickoefs, oft haft thou 
With health renew 'd my face. 

And when in fins and forrows fuak, 
Reviv'd my foul with grace. 

Thy bounteous hand with worldly blifs 

Ha§ made my cup run o'er. 
And in a kind and faithful friend 

Has doubled all my ftore. 

Ten thoufand thoufand precious gifts 

My daily thanks employ. 
Nor is the Icaft a cheerful heart, 

That taftes thofe gifts with joy. 

Through every period of my life 

Thy goodnefs I'll purfuej 
And after death, in diftant worlds 

The glorious theme renew. 
H 
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When nature fails, and day and night 

Divide thy works no more, 
My ever-grateful heart, O Lord -J 

Thy mercy fhall adore. 

Through- all eternity to thee 

A joyful fong I'll raife. 
For, oh'! eternity's too ftiort 

To utter all thy praife. 



CREATION. 

«r THE samm;. 

The lofty pillars of tb< fliy, 
And fpacious conoavQ. rais'd <m higi^, 
Spangled with ilars, a fluning frame. 
Their great original proclaim ; 
Th' unwearied fun, ffom day fro day^ 
Pours knowledge on his golden ray. 
And publiihes to every land 
The work of an aUnighty hand. 

Soon as th' ev*ning fhadts prevail, 
The moon takes up the wondrous tide, 
And nightly to the lift'mng «arth 
JLepeats theitory of her birth: 
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WhUft all the ftars, that roiuul her burn, 
And all the planets in their tniii) * 

Confirm the tidings as they roll, 
And fpread the truth fronKpole to pole* 

What though, in folemn fdence, all 
Move round the dark terrellhal ball f 
What though nor real voice' nor found 
Amid their radiant orbs be found ? 
In reafon's ear they all rejoice,- 
And utter forth a glorious voice,^ 
For ever finging, as they ihine, 
•* The hand that made us is divine/' 



A WINTER PIECE. 

ADpKCtSSD TO THE DUKE OF PORSET. 

ST PHILIPS. 

From froicn climes, and endlefs tra<5ts of (now. 
From flreams that northern winds forbid to flow; 
What prefcnt Ihall the mufe to Dorfct bring, 
Or how, fo near the pole, attempt to fing ? 
The hoary winter here conceals from fight. 
All pleafing objects that to verfe invite. 
The hills and dales, and the delightful woods, 
The flow'ry plains, and filver-ftreaming floods, 

H2 
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By fnow difgnls'd in bright confufion lis, 
And with one dazzling wafte fatigue the eye. 

No gentle-breathing breeze prepftres the fpring:. 
No birds within the defer^region fmg. 
The ftiips unmov'd the boift'rous winds defy, 
While rattling chariots o^er the ocean fiy. 
The yafl leviathan wants room to play^ 
And fpout his Waters in the face of day, 
The ftarving wolves along the main fea prowls 
And to the moon in icy valEes howl. 
For many a ihining league the level main 
Here fpreads itfelf into a glafly plain : 
There folid billows of enormous Hze, 
A^ps of green ice in wild uifonler rife^ 

And yet but lately have I feen ev'n here,. 
The winter in a lovely diefs appear. 
E'er yet the clouds let fall the treafur'd fnow. 
Or winds begun through hazy Ikies to blow. 
At ev'ning a ke>3n eallern breeze arofe ; 
And the defcending rain unfuUy'd froze. 
Soon as the filent (hades of night withdrew,. 
The ruddy morn difclos'd at once to view 
The facte of nature in a rich difguife, 
And brightened ev'17 object to my eyes: 
For ev'ry (hrub, and ev*^ry blade of grafs. 
And ev'ry pointed thorn, feem'd wrought in glafs,- 
In pearls and rubies rich the hawthorns (how, 
While through the ice the crimfon berries giow^. 
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The tliick-fpning reeds the wat*ry marihes yield, 
Seem polifh'd lances in a hoftile field. 
The ftag in limpid currents, with ftirprizc, 
Sees cryftal branches on l\is forehead rife. 
The fpreading oak, the beach, and tow'ring pine, 
Glaz'd over, in the freezing aether (hine. 
The frighted birds the rattling branches fhun^ 
That wave and gRtter in the diftant fun. 

When, if a guft of wind arife, 
The brittle foreft into atoms flies : 
The crackling wood beneath the tempcft bends,. 
And in a fpangled lliow'r the profpedl ends. 
Or, if a fouthem gale the region warm. 
And by degrees unbind the wintry charm^ 
The traveller a miry country fees, 
And journeys fad beneath the dropping trees. 

Like fome deluded pcafant. Merlin leads 
Through fragrant bow'rs, and through delicious meads;. 
While here enchanted gardens to him rife, 
And airy fabrics there attradl his eyes, 
His wandring feet the magic paths purtiic; 
And, while htf thinks the fair illufion true,. 
The tracklefs fcenes difperfe in fluid air. 
And woods and wilds, and thorny ways appear;: 
A tedious road the weary wititch returns, 
And as he goes,, the tranfient vifion mourns. 
Copenhagen, March ^th, 1709,. 

H3 
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THE FIR E-S I D E. 



BY D R^ COTTO X. 

I. 
Dear Chloe, white the bufy crowd. 
The vain, the wealthy,, and the proud, 

In folly's maze advance; 
Though fingularity and pride 
Be call'd our choice, we'll ftep afide. 
Nor join the giddy dance.. 
IL 
From the gay world we'll oft retire- 
To our own family and fire, 

Where love our hours employs; 
No noify neighbours enter here,. 
No intermeddling ftranger near 
To fpoil our heart-felt joys. 
III. 
If folid happinefs we prize. 
Within our breaft this jewel lies ; 
And^they arc fools who roam: 
The world has nothing to bcftow,. 
From our own felves our joys muft flow. 
And that dear hut, our home. 
IV. 
Of reft was Noafe's dove bereft, 
■^'hen with impatient wing ihc left, 
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That fafe retreat, the ark ; 
Giving her vain excurfion o*«r, 
The difappointed bird once more 

Explored the facred bark. 
V, 
Though fools fpum hymen's gentle pow'rs^ 
We, who improve his golden hours. 

By fweet experience know, 
That marriage, rightly underftood, 
Gives to the tender and the good 

A paradife below, 

VI. 
Our babes (ball rlchell comforts bring. 
If tutorM right, they'll prove a fpring. 

Whence pleafures ever rife : 
We'll form their minds with ftudious care^. 
To all that's manly, good, and fair, . 

And train them for the (kies. 
VII. 
While they our wifcft hours engage, 
They'll joy our youth, fupport our age. 

And crown our hoary hairs r 
They'll grow in virtue every day, 
And thus our fondeft loves repay. 

And recompenfe our cares.. 
VIII. 
No borrow'd joys I they're all our own^ 
While to tlie world we live unknown^ 
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Or by the world forgot : 
Monarchs ! we envy not your ftate^i 
We look with pity on the great. 
And blefs our humbler lot. 
IX. 
Our portion is not large indeed. 
But then, how little do we need ! 

For nature's calls are few I 
In this the art of living liesj 
To want no more than may fuffice,- 
And make that little do. 
X. 
We'll therefore reliflx with content 
Whate'er kind Providence has ftnt^. 

Nor aim beyond our pow'r; 
For if our ftock be very fmall, 
*Tis prudence to enjoy it all. 
Nor lofe the prefent hour. 
XL 
To be refign'd, when ills betide,- 
Patient, when favours are deny'd,* 
And pleas'd with fevours giv'n,- 
Dear Chloe, this is wifdom'f part. 
This is that incenfe of the heart, 
Whofe fragrance fmeJls to tie»r'n,« 
XII. 
We'll afk no long |nt>tra^d trtat,' 
(Since winter life is Uidoai fw«et;} 
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i!nt when our h'A\ is o'er, 
Gfciteful from table we'll arife, 
Kor grudge our fons with envious eyei^ 

The relics of our ftore, 

:£III. 
Thus hand in hand through li£B we*U go. 
Its checker' d paths of joy and woe 

With cautioiiS Heps we'll tread; 
Qjiit ic» vain fcenes without a tear, 
Without a trouble or a fear. 

And mingle with the dead. 
XIV. 
While confcience, Hke a faithful friend. 
Shall through the gloomy vale attend. 

And cheer our dying breath ; 
Shall, when all other comforts ceafe. 
Like a kind angel whifper peace. 

And fraodth the bed of death. 



n 



ADAM'S MORNING HYMN. 

BT MILTON. 

These are thy glorious works. Parent of good. 
Almighty! thine this univerfal frame. 
Thus wondrous fair; thyfelf how wondrous then! 
Unfpeakable> who fitt'ft above thefe heav'ns. 
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To us invifible, or dimly feen 
In thcfc thy lowcft works ; yet thefe declare 
Thy goodnefs beyond thouglit, and pow'r divine- 
Speak ye who beft can tell, y« fons of fight,. 
Angels 1 for ye behold him, and with fongs 
And Choral fyft^onies,- day without night. 
Circle liis throne rqoiciag ; ye in heaven. 
On earth join all ye creatures to extol 
Him firft, him lall, him midA and without end. 
FaireA of liars, lafl in the train of night,- 
If better thou belong not to the dawn. 
Sure pledge of day, that crown'ft the fmiling mom 
With thy bright circkt, praife him in thy fphere,r 
While day arifes,.that fweet hour of prijjpe. 
Thou fun, of this great world buch eye and foul, 
Acknowledge him thy greater; found his praife 
In thy eternal courfe, bcch when thou cUmb'ft, 
And when high noon haft gain'd, and when thou fall'fl^ 
Moon, that now meet'ft the orient fun, now fly*ft 
With the fix'd flars, fix'd in their orb that flies; 
And ye five other wand'ring fires that move 
In myftic dance, not without fong, refound 
His praife, who out of darknefs call'd up light. 
Air, and ye elements,, the eldeft birth 
Of nature's womb, that in quaternion run 
Perpetual circle, multiform, and mix, 
And nounih all things; let your ceafelefs change 
Vary to our great Maker fVill new praife* 
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tT'e tnifls and exhalations that now rife 
Prom hill or fteaming lake, duflcy or gray, 
Till the fun paint your fleecy fltirts with gold, 
.In honour to the world's great Author rife. 
Whether to deck with clouds th'uncolour'd Iky^ 
. Or wet the thirfly, earth with fefiing (hower$, 
Rifmg or falling flill advance his praife. 
His praife, ye winds, that from four quarters blow, 
Breathe <oft or loud; and wave your tops, ye pines^ 
With every plants in fign of worihip wave. 
Fountains, and y<i,-thait warble, as ye -flow, 
Melodious mumrarsi warbliai^ tune his pniSb, 
Join voices aU'y« iiviag ibots; ye hinte. 
That fmging up to lieav«n«|;ase afccnd, 
^Bear on your wings and in your notes his pra&ib. 
Ye that in waters glide^ and ye ttat walk 
The earthy and ftately ticad, or lowly creep i 
Witnefs if I be. fllent, mom or evo% 
To hill, or vadlcy, fouHtsun, or <mih ibwde, 
Made vocal by my fong, and taught his praiie. 
-Hail univerfid Lord 2 be boiint«0QS ftill 
To give us ondy good $ and if the night 
.Have gathered ought of cvii,- or coDoeal'4y 
;2>ifperie it^ as now isigtix difpth xiie dadL 
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APASTOR.AL BALLAD- 



IN FOUR PARTS. 

\ 
WRIT^TSN 1743. 

BY SHE N STONE, 



Arbufla humilefquc myricx. F?r^« 

I. ABSENCE. 
Ye ihcphcrds fo cheerful and gay, 

Whofe flocks never carelefely roam ; 
Should Corydon's happen to ftray, 

Oh ! call the poor wanderers home. 
Allow me to mufe and to figh, 

Nor talk of the change that ye find; 
None once was fo watchful as I; 

I have left my dear Phyllis behind. 

Now I know what it is, to have ftrove 

With the torture of doubt and defire$ 
What it is, to admire and to love, 

And to leave her we love and admire. 
Ah 1 lead forth my flock in the morn, 

And the damps of each ev'ning repel; 
dAIas ! I am faint and forlorn: 

-—I have bade my dear Phyllis farewet 
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"Since Phyllis vouchfaf 'd ttie a lodk, 

I never once dreim^t ef myVm^ 
iMay I loCe both my pipe^ttid ftiy cK)Ok» 

If I knew of a kidttWUt iv<A« Mine. 
I priz'd every hour that i^iitit by, 

Beyond ail that hfld f>leas'd fVi0^before$ 
^ut now they are pafl, and i (if^ i 

And I grieve that- 1 priz-d tbtm «o tfMiu 



Huz why do I'tdWgviiih in ¥ain > 

Wliy wand«r Chos pmftv^ly here ? 
Oh I why did I con*e from the plain ^ 

Where I'M on the fmiMs of fny dear? 
They tell me, my favourite maid, 

The pride Af that valley, 4s flown ? 
Alas ! where with her I have ftray'd, 

I could wander with pldafore al<m«. 



When forc'd the fair nymph to htego, ■ 

What aftgoifli 1 left at ffiQr'haart I 
Yet 1 thought— *^b!tt it migin: tiDt be ib— 

'Twas with pain^tljat flte faw me depart : 
She gaz'd, as'l fldwly withdrew; 

My path I could hardly difccm ;, 
So fweetly fhe bade me adieU) 

I thought that ftie bade me rotum. 
I 
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The pilgrim that Journeys all day 

To vifit feme far-diftant (hriae. 
If he bear but a relic away. 

Is happy, nor heard to repine. 
Thus widely remov'd from the fair, 

Where my vOws, my devotion, I owe. 
Soft, hope is the relic I bear. 

And my folace wherever I go. 

11. HOPE. 
My banks they are famifli*d with bees, 

Whofe murmur invites one to fleep; 
My grottos are ihaded with trees. 

And my hills are white-over with fheep. 
I feldom have met with a lo£s. 

Such health do my fountains befiow; 
Aly fountains all bordered with mois, 

Where the hare-bells and violets grow* 



Kot a pine in my grove is there feen, 

But with tendrils of woodbine is bound s 
Kot a beach's more beautiful green, 

But a fweet-brier entwines it around. 
Kot my fields, in the prime of the year. 

More charms than my cattle unfold i 
Kot a brook that is limpid and clear. 

But it glitters with filhes of gold. 
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One would think (he might like to rdtire 

To the bow'r I have laboiirM to rear; ' 
Not a (hrub that 1 heard her admire. 

But I haded and planted it ther*. 
Oh how fudden the jeiiamme (trove 

With the lilac to render it gay t 
Already it calls for my love, ' « 

To prune the wild branched away* 



From the plains, from the woodlands and groves^ 

What drains of wild melody flow I 
How the nightingales warble their loves 

From thickets of rofes that blow ! 
And when her bright form (hall Sippezr, ' 

Each bird ihaU harmonioufly join 
In a concert fo foft and fo clear. 

As— — flie may not be found to reiign* 



I have foond out a gift Cor my fair; 

I have found where the wood-pigeons breeds 
But let me that plunder forbear. 

She will fay 'twas a barbarous deed. 
For he ne'er could be true, (he averr'd, 

Who could rob a poor bird of its young: 
And I lov'd her the more, when I heard 

Such tenderuel^ fail from her tongue,. . 
I z 
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1 have heard..hef wieh fweetnfjfe unfoIA 

How that pity #»s du« tOT— aclovftj 
Tliat it ever att«j6KM th« holil^ 

And Ihe caU'4 i» the fi^r of Iovcl 
But hef words fiacb.a pleafumcoavqr* 

So much I her aQcmt&adQiia> 
Let her fpeak, and whatever. ilie:£i7V. 

Metblnks I ihoiddkaB hfirthemoxm 



Cantttbofom-ib gentle rsmaah 

Unraov'd when her Corydcn fighS'f ' 
Will a nymph that iscfond of^tho^plswo, 

Thefe plains and. this vaHtje de^ife ?: 
Dear regions nlii^e^e andr&ade I 

Soft fcenes of cantontmeitfi and: eafb t ' 
Where I could have pi6af&igl]» firay'd, 

If aught in bepabfoftoo oouki ptoofit* 



But where does my*BbyEUIa»lfe:af«^ 

And <c»liefe a^e-fterpEOiw said hitr^how*ie^*^ 
Are the groves and th© valt'eys aa gay> 

And the fhepHS^rds ae gentl<^ as outs'? 
The groves may perhaps be as fair, 

And the (U» of the valleys a» fine r 
The fwains may in bannera oompapc,. 

But their lovo^ia-ttot equal W'miA©^ 
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III. SOLICITUDE. 
Why will yon my paffion reprove ? * 

Why term it a folly to grieve ? 
Ere I Ihew you the charms of my love> 

She is fairer than you can believe. 
With her mien Ihe enamours the brave f * 

With her wit (he engages the free ; 
With her modefty pleafes the grave j 

She is ev'ry way pleafmg to me* 

you that have been of her train, 
Come and join in my amorous lays f 

1 could lay down my life for the fwain, 

That will fing' but a fong in her praife. 
When he fmg?, may the nymphs of the town 

Come treoping, and liAen the while s ^ 

Nay, on him let not Phyllida frown ; 

'^— But I cannot allow her to fmile* 

For when Paridel tries in the dance' 

Any favour with Phyllis to find, 
O how, with on^ trivial glance, > » 

Might Ihe ruin the peac» of my mind I - 
In ringlets he dreffes his hair. 

And his crook is befludded around ; 
And his pipe oh, my Phyllis.! beware - . , 

Of SL magic th^e is in the found. 
X3 
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'Tis his with mock paffion to glow; 

'Tis his in fmoolft taXe^ttai unfblil, 
*' How her face \i as bright aa the fnoWy 

** And her bofom, be fin^t^is as cold? 
** How the ni^itingtles labour the (h*ainy. 

*« With the notes of hiis- charmer to vie r- 
** How they jzxf tlieir acoexus io vain^ 

*^ Repine at bcc triumphal^ and die.'/ 



To the grove or the garden-he ftrays. 

And pillages every- ftycutr 
Then, foiting the wreach. t» M» lay». 

He throws it at Phyffis's feeC 
•« O Phyllis,*' he whifpers^- ** more fair,. 

« Mom fweet thant the je^amine's fUm^tfV 
<< What are pinks, in t*ie raorn> !» eomfrafftf 

" What is eglantine, aft» a ftiow'r? 



•« Then the lily n^ longer ik white j 

" Then the rofe iff dcpriv*d of /its bloom; 
«< Then the violets dio'wJth iefpight, 

** And the woodbines give np their pcpfeme.! 
Thus glide the foft numbers jdtmg^ 

And he fancies^ no fliepherd his pew't 
— — Yet I never ftould envy the fong^ 

Were not Phyllis to Itnd- it a» ean 
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Let his crook be with hyaoimhs bounJ^ 

So Phyllis the^opfaf <Ib^»; 
l«t Ills forehead with laurait b* crama'% 

So they (hine. mft i» Phiyilis?8 eyes.. 
The language that flows Ibom th^heavi^ 

Is a Arangerto Paskiel^ tohgue ; 
—...Yet may (he beware of hig ait,. 

Or fure I mulVwiv^: tk» fbag. 

IV. DISAPPOINTMENT. 
Ye (hepherds give egtt to my by. 

And take no more heed of nqp ifaeepr 
They have nothing to>dp.but to fica^; 

I have nothing t» dbsfy bat to wocp*. 
Tet do not my folly repcq^w; 

She was ^Hrv^^and. my, paffio» begun f 
She foiil'd — ^odi I oouU Aot bm lorn ; 

She is faithle&fw^and £ anLuadoiiB* 



Perhaps I was void of aB thoiq^iCt 

Perhaps it was plai» to, for^b*^. 
That a nymph fa eompbt* vaouHd b« iocafaft 

By a fwaiajnore eagagii^g than me*. 
Ah ! love ev'ry hope can iafpipt ; 

It baniflie^wi&iomthe wtiiks; 
And the lip of the nycoph we admlre 

Seems for ever.adKNML*d with a ioulv 



xtr 
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She is faithlefsi'and I am trndone; 

Ye that witnefs the woes I endure^ 
Let reafon inftnift you to Ihan 

What it caxinot.inftni6fc yoa to cnre. 
Beware how ye loiter in vain 

Amid nymphs of an higher degree a 
It is not for me to explain 

How fair, and how. fickle they be* 



Alas I from the day that we met, 

What hope of an end to my woes }■ 
When I cannot endure to forget 

The glance that tindid my repofe* 
Yet time may diminiihthe pain: 

The flow'r^ and the fiirub, and the tree^ 
Wliich I rcar'd for her pleafure in yain^ 

In time may have cemiiQrt.for me. 



The fweets of a dew*fprinfcle!d roi^,- 

The fottnd of a mvirmuring flream,. 
The peace Whi'cti from folitude flows. 

Henceforth (hall be Corydon's theme.- 
High tranfports are (hown to. the fight. 

But we are not to find them our ownj^ 
Fate never beflaw'd fuch delq;ht^ 

As I with my Phyllis had knows* 
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ye woods, fpread your bjs^ches apace \ 
To your dcepeft rtceifcgj I % ; 

1 would hide>wUh the beafts of the ch^l^r 
X would vanifh from evei^ eye. 

Yet my reed Ihall refouAd thromgl^ thAgrcnw^ 
With the rame,f94^ QQ]x)|^4Un(:it-begS9i|i 

How (he fmil/di ^ I ooulfl iv>l butlfiVAl 
Was faichlefs, and I sm mdon^} 



C O R Y D O N. 

A PASTORAL. 

TO THE MEMORY OF WILLIAM SHENSTONE; BS<^ 

sr c V'NN iN'O jtA ia; 
h 

Come, flicpherf4^>.WQ'll:f)allDW til|%ha»rfi^ 

We'll fee oujvlav'it.CorfdffS teyfiir 
Though forro^v ro^y blomi£b tbe vwrfc^ 

Yet let ft fad ,«nb«itQr bft paid* 
They callM him the pftdlB: ai tb» pLaiAs 

In footh he was genlift agnd^ kind> 
He mark*d ^.b»:eJifigBaf.jftrdia 

The graces that glow'd in his mind. 
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II. 
On purpofe he planted yon trees, 

Tbat birds i»the covert might dwell; 
He cidtur'd his thyme for the bees, 

Bat never wou*d rifle their cell. 
Te lambkins that play'd at his feet. 

Go bleat->oand your mailer bemoan ;^ 
His mufic was artlefs and fweet. 

His manners as mild as your own* 
III. 
No verdure ihall cover the vale, 

No bloom on the bloflbms appear; 
The f weets of the foreft ftiali fail, 

And winter difcolour the year. 
No birds in our^ hedges (hall fmg 

(Our hedges fo vocal before). 
Since he that fhould welcome the fpring. 

Can greet the gay feafon no more. 
IV. 
His Phyllis was fond of his-jpraife. 

And poe(8 came round in a throng; 
They liilen'd, — ^-thcy envy'd his lays. 

But which of them equalled his fong } 
Ye ihepherds, henceforward be mute, 

For loft is the paftoral ftrain ; 
So give me my Corydon's flute, 

And thus— «-let me break it in.twaij% 
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THE DAY OP JUDGMENT. 

TROM rOUNCS NIGHT THOUGHTS, 

AMAriNG period! when each movintaki hei{;ht 

Out-bttms Vefmrtos; rocks eternal pour 

Their melted mafs, as rivers once they pour'd t 

Stars mlh; and final ruin fiercely drives 

Her ploughlbare o'er creation;— while aloft, 

More than afloniilunent I if note can be ! 

Far other firmament than e'er was feen^ 

Than e'er was thought by man ! far other (tars 1 

Stars animate, that govern thefe of fire; 

Far other fun !-«-A fun, O how unlike ^ 

The Babe ^t £ethle'm ! how unlike tlw man 

That grioan'don Calvary! — yet He k is; 

That :man of ibrrows ! Ohow chang'd ! what pompi 

In graxfedeur terrible, all heav'n defcends 1 

And gods, ambitious, triumph in his train. 

A fwift archangel, with his golden wing, 

As bolts and clouds, that darken and difgrace 

Thefcene divine, fweeps Aars and funs afide. 

Aad now, all drofs remov'd^ heav'n's own pure da^j^ 

Full on the confines of our ether, flames. 

Lorenzo ! -tvelcome to this ibene; the laft 
In nature's courfej the firft in wifdom's thought. 
This ilrikes, if aught can ftrike thee ! this awakei 
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The moft {iipine; this fnatches man from deatK 
R<5Ufe, Mtife, LorenKD, then i flBdfbllcw rao, 
\\'here truth) the molt momentous man can hear. 
Loud calls my foul, an4 ardour wings her £li|;ht. 
I find my infpiration in my theme : 
The grandi^ur of •my fubjeA is my fnufe. 

At midnight) -when mankind is-ivFaptln^oaiCy 
And -vi^Hdiy frnicy^fbedffun ^den dreiois, 
To give more dread to mAn's info£t.il]<e3«lfiil'hQtn^ 
At midiiigtbt, 'tis prefum'd^ tfais({i^oiis{>:ifttift iM&vft 
From tenfdld darkne^> fudUtm^ as the fpark 
From fmitten ^eel ,* from- nitrbus grain.- th^bl^ze. 
Man, Haniag from hi« coach, fhaU -Qetp no rtnoret 
The day is bruke^ -which never more ihail cJofe I 
Above, around, beneath^ AmazenifeBt-All 1 
Terror and glory join'd in tfteir exti'enlbs ! 
Our God in grandeur, snd-6ur wotMori fire! 
All nature ftruggling in the pangs of dtathl 
Doll thou riot hear her ? doll thou not deplmfs 
Her llrong convulfions, and her final groan f 
Where, where, for ihelter fliall the guilty -^fly^ 
When oonlbemition turns the Igood m'an palef 
Great day I for x^t^hich «il '^her d^ys? were madte ; 
I'or which earth roie ft-om "dsaos ^ mfan'iiroin^oattfa'^ 
And an eternity, ttiethite ofigods^ 
Defcended 6n poor eaith-crefitedmanl 
Great day of dread, deoifidn, and defpair \ 
Acithought of thee^ tach ftblimaiy wiih 
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lett go its ea^r gtafp, and drops-chtf'Worl4; 
And catches at' ejtch wo^l of hope in hdaVni* 

Shall' maaaloney x»bo& fate^ \4rhofefiria}'fat^; 
Hangs on that booT) sxcltde ic from Ms thought r 
I thiiUc of notiSng elftr; IfeeXViatX iti 
All nature, like- an e&rtb^iiak«> tretifbltH^ »$tiiid! 
I fee the Jud|[^'ifiehiiolA'd1 the flamiAg gUtt(d4 
The volume opeA'd ! opetfd ev'ry heiit I 
A funbeam pointing oar each fecrac thdtight t ' 
No patron ! in^ercefRjx* m^he! now paft 
The fweet, the clemcBty.medtatofial hoiirl 
For guilt no plea t to paixi^ no paufe ! no betittds f 
Inexorable aU! and allextrbmne! 

Eternity) the vaiiooi fimtenee^paft, 
AffigQs the fevered throng: diftin^t abocte^ 
Sulphureous^ or ambrofial :— *-what enfitei? 
The deed predominant 1 the deed of deeds ! 
Which malB»-a'heU of hett> »4i«ftv*n of heav'ft. 
The goddefs, with determin'd afpeft, turns 
Her adamantine key's enormous fizc 
Thrtmgh deftlnys infextric^e'^itards, 
Deep driving ev'ry bolt, on both their fates. 
Then from the cryftid fcatftiraenis^ d( hcav*n, 
I>own, down (he hurls it through the dark profound, 
Tenthoufand thonftu* ffelfeoAii tJ^w t*c> ritft, 
And ne*er uiflw!4iH»irelfelle«r6A''rto'rei 
^he deep refoundva*fdheI!, thrb*g!i-att her glaoms> 
Returns, in groans> tftl^meTarieholy roarl 
K 
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O how \inlike the chorus of the ikies I 
O how unlike thofe ihouts of joy that Ihake 
The whole ethereal 1 How the concave rings ! 
Nor firange ! when deities their voice exalt; 
And louder far than when creation rofe. 
To fee creation's godlike aim, and end, 
^ well nccomplifliM 1 fo divinely clos*d1 
To fee the mighty dramatift'^s U0 a^ 
As meet* in "glory tifing o'er the reft. 
No fancy'd god, a God, indeed, defcends 
To folve all knots; to fhike the moral home; 
To throw full day on darJceft fcenes of time ; 
To clear, .commend, -exalt, and crown the whole. 
Hence, in one peal of loud, eternal pratfe. 
The charm'.d fpedhttors thunder their applaufe ; 
And the vaft void beyond, applaufe refounds. 



A FATHER^S ADVICE 

TO HIS SDK. 

3^EEp in a grove hy cypreis ihade^y 
Where mid-day fun had feldppn flieii^ 

f)r noife the f(demn fcene invaded, 
dave fome,a0U^t6d nmfa's.moai^ 
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A fwsTm, tow'rds full-ag'd manhood wendinj, 

Sat forrowing at the clofe of day. 
At whof<s fond dde a boy attending, 

Lifp'd half bis father's cares away. 

The father's eyes no obje^ wrefted, 

But on the fmiling prattler hung. 
Till what his throbing heart faggeiledi 

Thefe accents trembled from his tongue. 

** My youth's firft hope, my manhood's treafure^ 

** My deareft innocent, attend/ 
*' Nor fear rebuke, or four di^leaiure, 

**• A father's iJovelielt name is Friend. 

** Some truths from long experience flowing, 
" Worth more than royal grants, receive; 

*' For truths are wealth of Heav'n's beftowing, 
" Which kings have feldom power to give, 

** Since, from an'^^ancient race defcended^ 

** You boait an unattainted blood, 
<< By yours be. their fair fame attended, 

** And claim by birthright— -to be good. 

" In love for every fellow creature, 

•* Superior rife above the crowd j 
** What moft ennobles human nature 

" Was ne'er the portion of the proud, 
Ka 
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.112 s^ti^cr j^x^MMS^ 

** Be thine the generous heart -that ^rrows^ 
'* From other's joys a friendly ^ovvj. 

** And for each baplefs neighbour's forrowi^. 
" Throbs with a fyjnpathstic woe. 

*' This is the temper moft endew^ 

*' Though wide^.proud pomp^Jiec banner (pro»ds,» 
<• An heavenUer power £ood-natui:el)earing,, 

" Eaci^ heart in wilhng thx^djom lea^S' 

" JaiU jwt .ficom fame^ftoncQitoin foontaki; 

" The peace-d^ftcoying ibreams that Bow^ 
*' Nor from ^mbition'-s daogeroi^moantiaia''. 

* * Look dAWXL \ipQa it» iwoidd ^beldw«. 

** The prinfieiLy'pine.o&.hi^jexatod,. 

" W;bofe lofty <hrancfafl« cleave Che tkf,. 
" By winds, loosr hcay'd, at \sA aSius^ed,. 

<< Isiieadiong wt^d'dia duft^ojiief 

<< While t)ie iBiild rofe^ jraoisMelyigsowtng'i, 

<' Low in it$ unafpiring va^ 
" Amid reti^ment's ffaeltsr blowing,. 

<< Exchanges fweetswi^cverygaU. 

<< Wiih not for (leauty's darling^ ^Mtures. 

" Moulded by nature's partial {low'r^ 
" For faireft forms *moi^hTMDaa creatures,, 

<* Shine but the pageants of s^ bous^ ' 
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* I (aw the pride of all the meadow,. 

" At noon, a gay narciifus blow 
" Upon a river's bank, whofe fhadow 

" Bloom'd in the fiiver waves below f 

" "Bj noontide's- heat in yonth was wafled, 
** The wat^rsy as they pifs'd, complain'd j 

♦* At eve, its glories. all were blafled,- 
** And nor one former tint remain- d. 

^ Nor kt vain wit'sr deceitfxd glory 
** Lead you from wifdom's path ailray; 

«• What gemus lives r«iown*d in-ftory, 
<« To happinefs who found the way ? 

** In yonder mead behold that vapour^ 

" Whofe vivid beams illufive play,. 
" Far off it feems a friendly taper, 

** To gttide the travellcp on? hie way j . 

•* But fhould fome hapleft wretch purfuing, 
<* Tread where the treacherous meteors gfow, 

•* He'd find, too late, his raflmefs rueing, 
<< That fatal q:aick-fands lurk below. 

** In life fuch bubbles nought admiring", 
" Gilt with falfe light, and fill'd with air^ 

•' Do you from pageant crowds retiring, 
♦♦ To Peace in Virtue's cot pepair. 
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*' There feck tbe neYW "wfafte* tt^aftu*,. 

" Which mutu^ ion and fineqLdtftitpgivtt^^ 
«< Domeftic comfbity^fi^oClefepiesfiire,^ 

<' And bl^ 90d M^iBngyou wUl Ure. 

•« If Heav*ft wkh cfeiWrcutJpoums yoor ^wcUias 
<< As mine its Itonoty^ does wkh you, 

** Infondnefsf^Cb^ljlFeKfielliiilp,. 
<< TV example jiDu haw Ut parfiie*'* 

He patts- d forstw^i^eriy caf«ffing 

The daiiing o£ lius.^oaQded heart, . 

Looks had m^^uosonly of «Xf»effing 
Thoi3ghts> laasuage noaor could kapait* - 

Kow night her ntfiumfiA nande fpseadingf^ . 

Had roB*d inblaq^ th' faoiiion vonndy 
And dank ,dewsy.from heft tnefies-iliedding) 

With'genial'moii^Hoe bath'4 the gixKmd; ^ 

When b^ to £lty. fioffiea fiying) 
'Mida ciiftQai's flav99 h* liv'4 vetiffifi,,. 

His face, avray'diafiBBSesydeiiittiig 
The true confbQdoB/of lot mind* 

For ferioufly aiaund facmfiag 
Each charaifter, in youth aa4 ag«» 

Of fools betr^'d, and knaves betrayingy^ 
That play*d upon this humaik ftagt* . 
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(Peaceful Umfeif and laudefigimig) 

He loath'd the fccnes of gwJeand ftrife. 

And felt each fecm wiih inclining. 
To leave this fretful far« of lilfc 

Tet to whate'er abovv^'ww btstir 

Obediently he bow*d his foai. 
For, what all-boanteou« Htavca crtaCed, 

He thought Heaven only Ihould controul. 

Q D E. 

ON A DISTANT PROSPtCT 0' 

Te diAant fyirtUrf amiqme tawtxtf 

That crown- the watery gbtde 
Where grateful Science fbH adorer- 

Her Henry's hdy fliade ; 
And ye, that from Uie ftately brow 
€>f Windfor's heigfat» ch'^expaoiir below 

Of grove, of l^wn, pf mead &my, 
Whofe tur^ witofeOipulir, wlwfe fl9iwei» amoof. 
Wanders the hoary Thames alonff 

His (Uver- winding- way. 

Jkh happy hills4 si^ ptealmg #iad)»l 

Ah fields belov'di»V8iiv^ 
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Where once my carelefe childhood ftray'd^ 

A ftranger yet to pain ! 
I feel the gales that from ye blow^ 
A momentary blif»beftow^ 

As waving frelh their gladfome wing^ 
My weary foul they feem to footh, 
Andy redolent of joy and youth. 

To breathe afecond fprin^ 

Say^ father Thames, (for thou bait feeft 

Full many a fprightly race, 
Pifporting en thy margent green, 

The paths of pleafure trace) 
Who foremoft now delight to cleave 
With pliant arm thy glafiy wave-? 

The captive linnec which inthralL? 
What idle progeny fucceed 
To chafe the rolling circle's fpeed^. 

Or urge the flying ball. 

While fome on earned buiUlefs bent 

Their murm'ring labours ply 
'Gaifift graver hoUrs,. that bfing' conftraiiii; 

To fweeten libcity : 
Some bold adventurers difdain 
The limits of their little reign, 

And unknown regions dare defcrys 
SciU as they run they look behind, 
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They hear a voice in every wio^t 
And /natch a fearCul joy* 

Gay hope is theirs by fancy f ed^ 

Lefs pleafmg ytham j)Qaeft ; 
The tear forgot as Coon as .ted. 

The funihine of (lie ^toeaft: 
Theirs buxom health of rofy hae». 
Wild wity. invention- ever new, 

And lively cheer <if vigonr bom^ 
The thoughtlefs day, the Aarfy nighty 
The fpirits pure, the flumbets ligbty 

That fly th' appsoach of i 



Alas, regardlefs of tbwr dodm, 

The little viaimt pfoy i 
No fenfe have they of ^ to;Conv 

No care beyond io»-4air: 
Yet fee how all around them wait. 
The minifters of human fate. 

And black misfortwoe'* h^MA (taial 
Ah, (hew them where in ajnbaflu fiand 
To feize their prey the inaed'rausbattd! 

Ah, tell them,.tU9r Mi tnto \ 

Thefe (hall the fiiiy pftQIofis i«Qr». 
The vultures of the toind^. 



>d by Google 



2rS SELECTfOKJm, 

Difdaioful anger, pallid fear^ 

And ihame that fculks behind ; 
Or pining love (hall wafle their youth. 
Or jeatoufy with rankling tooth. 

That inly gnaws thefecrec heart. 
And envy wan, and faded care, 
Orim-vtfag*d comfbrtleft deCpair^ 

And furrow's piercing dart« 

Ambition this (hall tempt to rife, 

.Tben whirl the wretch from high, . 
To bitter icom a facrifice. 

And grinning infamy. 
The dings of falfehood thofe Ihall try. 
And hard unkindnelsf atter'd eye. 

That mocks the tear it forcM to flow^ 
And keen remorfe, with blood defil'd^ 
And moody madnefs laughing wikL 

Amid ieverelt woe* 

Lo, in the vale of years beneath 

A griily troop are feen, 
The pailful family of death. 

More hideous than their qiaeen r 
This racks the joints, this fires the veint( 
That every labouring iinew ftrainss 

Thofe in the deeper vitats raget. 
Lo, poverty,^ to fill the band,, 
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That numb€ the foul with icy haad; 
And Ilow-confuming age. 

To eaoh his fuff 'rings: all are men* 

Condemn' d alike to groan. 
The tender for another's pToxif 

Th' unfeeling for his own. 
Yet, ah ! why 0u>uld they know their fate? 
£ince forrowoever comes too late. 

And happineis too fwiftly flies : 
Thought would deftroy their paradife. 
Ko more: where igsorance.is blif^* 

'Tis folly to be wiie. 



TJIE 

(COUNTRY CLERGYMAN. 

;»r GOLnsMirju 

Near yonder copfe, where once the garden fmil'd, 
Andftill where many a garden flower grows wild; 
There, where a few torn flirubs the place difclofe^ 
The vil(Uge preacher's modeft manflon rofe. 
A man he was, to all the countiy dear. 
And paiiing ri^h .with forty pounds a-year; 
JLemote from towns his ran his godly race, 
Nor e!er bad changed, nor wiih'd to change his place j^ 
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tJnpra^lts*^ he loubsanky or ibete for powen^ 
By dodtrinef fafliion'd to tlicrVMryuil^ kKtttr*; 
Far other aims hi^ heart had leam'd to prize^ 
More fkill'd to raife the^vrr^ecch^d^ thait n^ rifk* 
His houfe was known to all che-v^^r^tot trains- 
He chid their wand'rin^s, hat ndiev^d their paisi. 
The long-remember'd beggar 'VWik his goeft, 
Whofe beaid defcending rwe{K^Hi«'aged br«ail) 
The ruin'd fpendthrift, n«AV iia loflger p'fDtid^ ' 
Claim'd kindred there, and had hitcUtos allow'd^ 
The broken foldier, kindly biide to ^a^y 
Sat by his fire and talk'd the: night awta^-; 
Wept o'er his wounds, or tales' of forroi* don«^ 
"Shouldcr'd his cnitch, and ftiew'd how fields were won. 
Fleas'd with his guefls, the good roan leam*d to glow, 
And quite forgot their vices in their woe ; 
Carelefs their mierits, or their faults to fcan^ 
His pky gave ere chiirity^beg'an. • •* 

Thus to relieve the wretched wa« his pride. 
And even his failings lean*d to virtue's fide ; 
But in his duty prompt at &Ktf call, 
He warcb*d and ivepe, ho ^pray'd and fiSIt^ for all* 
And as a bird eiach fbttd e&dcantism^^es^ • 
To tempt. its newwAedg'd offiq9rfff|^t0tti«rriMi%^ 
He try'd each.artV4:t!|ttsov'd each d«U ddayv- 
Allur'd toJ3Rgbitrirarldr»'aiifl'M'tM»'W^ 
Befide the l?ed^wtepgyattiag|llit X9»r]^^ 
Attd iioKTODO^ j»ilt| andp^pantb^ eiinai'dkto]r*d(- 
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The reverend chatepidn ftdbd. At his cbrltrou% 
Defpair and angvrifti «id thfe ftrtij^glihg IfoiS, 
Comfort came dd^vn tffcte trdmbUng wretcfe tbrafft;' 
And his laft faltering Scents whifj^er'd pr^e. 
At church, with meek and unaffected grace. 
His looks adorned tibe vcht^ftle plact ; 
Truth from his lips prevanl*A "ti^ith dduMe fwSy^ 
And fools who caitie to fcdff, remain' d to jSrkjr. 
The fervice paft, ardtitid the pMufe many 
With ready ze^, fe^ch hofleft rultic r^; 
Even children folltf^'trM Withendearirig wib, 
And pluck'd his gown, to fhare the good man's {mile. 
His ready Imile a p'ar"ent*S "sVarftith "eicpreft, 
Their welfare plei^d hh*i, aUd'th^ir cUfeS diilre'ft ;- 
To them his heart, his love, liis gi-fefs ^elte glvfen j 
fiut all his ferious thou^s had fefl in heaven. 
As fome tall cliff that lifts its awful fortn, 
Swells from the vale, and ihid-^ay IfeaVes the ftorm, 
Though round its breaft the rolling clouds are fpread 
Eternal funlhine fettles «n its h'ead. 

ODE 

TO THE iJfe\<' TEAK, 1769. 
Br CUNNINGHAM. 
A<y7ARius rules the frozen flues, 
Peep frowning clouds on clouds aiiic. 
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Fraught with the thunder's roar; 
With fury heaves the raging main, 
%V}ien foaming billows lalh in vain 

The hoarfe refoimding fliore. 

Itfo flowery vale now charms the eye, 
Ko tuneful warblers of the iky 

Now cheer th^ lingering hours; 
No genial ray the groves illume. 
No Zephyrs waft their mild perfume 

Pfom,fighs o'er vernal flowers. 

Though blooming fce&es are now no more. 
That aid the xaptur'd foul to foar. 

Poetic thoughts refine; 
Yet flill the moralizing page. 
To warn an unattentive age, 

Thefe hoary fcenes combine. 

With this I hail the opening year, 
Addrefs the God, whofe works appear 

Through each harmonious round ; 
Who rules, ferenely rules' the fiorm. 
Who gave the lurid lightnings form, 

Whofe thunders rock the ground* 

O thou! alike where perfe6l day 
In bright refulgent glories play, 
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Around thy awful throne ! 
When feraphs glow with facred fires,. 
When angels tune celeftial lyres, 

To hymn thy praifc alone I 

Still may thy providential care 
With blcifings crown the rifing yeart 

Impending ills reftrain! 
Thy wifdom guide my youthful mufel 
Thy facred eloquence diftufe, 

And confecrate my ilrainl 

While thus reviving fcafons rolI>' 
©bfequious to thy wife controul, 

Obedient to thy plan ; 
With filent eloquence they preach. 
The mofl important lelTons teach. 

To cold unthinking man. 

Behold thyfelf reflefled here! 

The Spring proclaims thine infant year; 

Gay life the Summer's bloom; 
Mild Autumn fpeaks maturer age. 
Confirms thee fool, or hails thee fage ; 

While Winter ftiews the tomb. 

©r view the Image of thy foul. 
As now the mountain furges rolI,> 
Li 
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In wild tumultuous roar.; 
Fit emblem of tl)^ lyraO^lul rnin^y 
To anger's tyrant fw^y cpniign'd, 

Where reafon rules no. more. 

ITnlike its placid form, ^BUE«»n(|^, 

When Zephyr bm^ng o'w tt^o^ Uai^, 

Sheds balmy peace around; 
Blefs'd emblem pf t])A <;onquerii^ fovl^. 
\Vhofe every paifion kno^^s conti»vl« 

While confcious joys abOMA^.! 

That this may prove jjjy bo?»»l«9us (fcare^. 
Afcends my ever conQdl^. pi:9y^> 

To thee, all perfect mind ; 
O aid me in the arc^vipms. ik'i£9f 
Through each perple^uag maze of U£e>, 

To all thy ways refign'dfc 
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StXLECT PORMBi \%i: 

MR. A N S T E Y 

T O 

DAVID GARRICK, ESQ. 

ON MEETING HIM AT A FRIEND'S HOUSE. 

Through ev'ry part of grief or mirth, 
To which the mimic ftage gives birth, 
I ne'er as yet -with truth could tell 
Where moft your various pow'rs excel. 
Sometimes, amidft the laughing fcene, 
Blith Comedy with jocund mien, 
By you iif livelier colours drell. 
With tranfport clafp'd you to her breaft : 
As oft the bu(kin*d Mufe appear' d, 
With awful brow her fceptre rear'd ; 
Recounted all your laurels won, < 
And claim '<! you- for-her-darling fon. 
Thus'eJich contending goddefs ftrove. 
And each the faireft -garland wove. 

But which fair nymph could juftly boaft 
Her beauties had engag'd you moil, 
Ldoubted much; *till, t'other day, 
Kind fortune threw me in your way ; 
Where, 'midft the friendly joys that waic^ > 
HiLlander's * hofpitable gate, 
• JU^by 
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Freedom and genuine mirth I found. 

Sporting the jovial board around. 

'Twas there, with keen, though poliih'd, jell 

You £^t, a [^leas-4 ao4 pif afvig gu^ ^ 

With fecial cafe a part fuftain'd 

More hwraqro\js^f§5 tj?an e>r you fei^M. 

** Take him," I cry'd,. *• bright comic Maid, 

** In all your i^atiTQ charms acr^x'^^l'* 

** No longer fti^ my doubfs appft»r^"' 

When Clio whifpec*4 i» my. Q8Uir> 

'* Go, bid it hs n© mQr<^ difpivl^i^y 

*' For what hi$ (akpts bflft ar^ foittd : 

« In mimic chara£tf^-s aloiM 

*' Let others Ihine — l^ut Gamck in hi5 own*" 



'•'\*iiiVK^'l.'%"A\-K 



I . ' . A sHyrTTT 



TO THE MEMOHY OF 

DAVID GAimiCK, ESQ. 

JANUARY aO, J775. 

Thou great reviver of Ujie Attic ^ ; 
Thou nobleft patro;& of the ti^iefu^ I^re 1 
Thine was the pQWfr,.%R4 ^^l^i^tWr Sf^^f ^r 
To fwell the ]2^$>ns, an4 fa^d«e the heart i 
For thee, the faireit bre^ h^ beav/d a i^^ 
And the tear ftarted from the ^ii|;bteft eye I 
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teaming and wit ^^^ Im^ Ijaw^dth^ Isnw, 
And hermits left their celisk^ ga.^e on tho^^ 
On thee ftiall charm'd fQQif q^^QC4 toVO to wft; 
Come every mu^b ! and flaye tio. pr^ift him bcBil 
For ah ! my lute the tribute cannot pay, 
And the big tear has )^k>fte4 oullhe lay \ 
Te ikilful nine, who iha^ tbechap^ weave? 
Hail his bright d^!— .-90^ 9V>iira his tranquil eve ( 
Your Garrick hail! --he br^at^MSY-^hft Kve& again, 
l.ives in the thought,, and breathes in every ftrain! 
Triumphant fame enrols hifi ai^ OQ high. 
And tells the mourner— r^arcick caoaot die ! 



FRIAR OF ORDERS GRAY, 

FIRST PUBLISUSJ^ MX JUJ^ BJ^Rqn . 

It was a friar of os^art gr^^f 

Walk'd forth to tell hjs.b^^i^; 
And he met with 9,i?^y 1^ 

Clad ia a pilgnm's i\<i9^ 

Kow Chrift thqe fav«, fM* revofCAd Friiirs 

I pray thee tell to me. 
If ever at yon holy ^iae 
. A^ true-love thou di4il &•• 
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,4g{ s£iecr poejffy: 

And how ihould I know your true-love • 

From many another one ? 
O by this cockle hat, and flafTy 

And by his fandal flioon. 

But chiefly by his face and mien,'- 

That were fo fair to view; 
His Uaxen locks tharfweetly curl'd, » 

And ey ne of lovely blue. 

O Lady, he J|^ dead and gone ! 

Lady, -lie's dead and gone! 
And at his head a green-'grafs turf, 

And at his heels a ftone; 

Within thef6 holy cloyffers long 
He languifti'd and he dy*d,- 

Lamenting of a lady's love. 
And 'playning of her pride; 

Here bore him barefac'd on hisbBer' 

Six proper youths and tall, 
And many a tear bcdew'd his grave 

Within yon kirk-yard wall.- 

And art thou dead, thou gentle youth! ' 
And art thou dead and gone ! 

And didft thou die for love of me 
Break, cruel lieart oiftoncl 
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O weep not, Lady, w^ not fp.; 

Some ghoftly comfort fi^ekt 
Let not vain (prro,^ tiyia thy heart> 

Nor tears bedew thy cheeks 

O do not, do not,^]^y Eiri;^;, 

My forrow now r^prpvc^K 
For I have loft th^ fweqt$fl ){OHtb> 

That e'er won lady's love. 

And now, alas ! foe th]^ fad, loft, 
I'll e'ermore weep and, (i^: 

For thee I only wilh'4 to liv^. 
For thee I wiih to die. 

Weep no moi;^^ 1^^^ iRfCcp ttp n^pt^ 

Thy forrow is in vaip,: 
For violets pluc]^'^the (yietUiX.(boyf,Qr^. 

Will ne'er make ^oy^ ^9fi^ 

Our joys as wingpd drcias^af ^^)[tt 
Why then (hould forrow laft? 

Since grief but aggrav^e& %\x^ Igii^^ 
Grieve not for what is paft. 

O fay not 1?^,^ iffffn hpjy Fri^r,^ 

I pray thee, fay not fo^: 
For fince my true-lpy^ dy*d. for n^ 

^is meet my tears, ihould flovg*. 
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And will he ne'er come again ? 

Will he ne'er come again ? 
Ah! no, he is dead and laid in his gravc- 

For ever to remain. - 

H is chee k was redder than the rofe; 

YETcomelieft youth was he !— 
But he is dead and laid in his graves 

Alas, and woe is me ! 

Sigh no more, Lady, figh no more> 

Men were deceivers ever : 
One foot on fea and one on land,. 

To one thing conftant never. 

t 

Hadft thou been fond, he had been faiie,. 

And left thee fad and heavy ; 
For young men ever were fickle, found. 

Since fummer trees were leafy. 

Now fay not fo, thou holy Friar, 

I pray thee fay not fo. 
My love he has the trueft heart: 

O he was ever true ! 

And art thou dead, thourmuch-4ov'd youth^ 

And didfl thou die for me> 
Then farewel home? for evermore 

A pilgrim i will be. 
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"Bat firft upon my true-love's grave 

My weary limbs I'll lay. 
And thrice 1*11 ki&^he green-grafe turf. 

That wraps his breathlefs elay. 

Yet ftay, fair Lady, reft a while 

Beneath this cloyfter wall : 
See, through the hawthorn blows the .cold wind. 

And drizzly rain doth fall. 

O ftay me not, thou holy Friar! 

O ftay me not I pray! 
•No drizzly rain- that falls on me 

Can wa(h my^'fault away. 

Yet flay, fail- Lady, turn again. 

And dry thofe pearly tears ? 
^or fee, beneath this gown of gray 

"thy own true-love appears. 

Here forc'd by grief,, and hopelefe love> 

Thefe holy weeds I fought; 
And here amid thefe lonely walls 

To end my days I thought. 

Ittt haply, for my year of grace 

Is not yet paft away, 
Might I ftill hope to win thy love, 

No longer would I ftay. .» 
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Now £arewel gri^f, 'ahd ^Bconic jaf 

Once more unto my hc^ : 
For fince I have fbtind ttfee, lovely yout^. 

We never more iVill jttlrt. 

A T A I. E. 

BT HTILLIAM J^IELMOTH, E S Sk 

Ere Satvim's fons were yet difgrac*d. 
And heathen gods were all the tafte. 
Full oft (we read) 'twas Jove's high will 
To take an air on Ida's hill. ^ 

It chanc'dy as once with ferkms ken 
He vicw'd from thence the wAys of fticn, 
He law (and pity touch'd his breaft) 
The world by three foul fiends polfeftj 
Pale Difcord there, and Folly vain, 
With haggard Vice, upheld their reign. 
Then forth he fent his fummons high, 
And call'd a fenate of the fky. 
Round as the winged orders prcft, 
Jove thus his facred mind expreft : 
" Say, which of all this (hining tram 
" Will Virtue's conflia hard'fuftain > 
** For fee ! ihe drooping takes her flight, 
« While not a god fupports her nght." 
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He pius'd — when fi»m amiaft. 0)^ 4(!^ 

Wit, Innocence, a»4 Harmwy, 

With one u^UmJ «eftlvoA)» 

The triple tyrantf to oppoie. 

That inftant from the reakas of day-,' 

With generous /peed, they took their "trvfi 

To Britain's iile dire& diek ear, ^^ . ./ 

And entered wkh the evening fiar» -* 

Beiide the rp^d a maidion flood, 
pefended by a csrding wood : * 

Hither, difguis'd, t)ieir ileps they besA^ . 
In hopes, perchance, to find a friend : 
'Nor vain their hope ; for records fay, " ^^ 

Worth ne'er from thence was turn'd away. 
They urge the traveller'* common cftance, 
A]o4 fivery pltews plea advance : 
The artful tale that Wit had feign'd, . . - ). 
AdmittAQice eafy foon obtain'd. 

The dame who own*d, adorhM'the place; 
Three blooming djiusM^rs added grafe« . ,i 

The firft, with geiiM^ft niwip«ri; We(^ .. ^ ., 
And temper f^iefii, eap|» ho^ p<^0} . ; - 

Whoyiew'dher, catcb'dthf tw4^r^^me;: ,^ " 
And foft Amafia was her name. 
In fprightly fenfe and p^liiVd 0ir, , . , . - 
What-maidwithMifa«Righl:Mi«>pa«i?,. r» „ . 
While Lucia'f eyq^ «»4 Uafih'$ Ijrtif, . , • . . . .' 
2>i4 unreiiAed love infpif^. ^/ 

M ■ ^''' 
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34 

Imagine nctw the table clear, 
And mirth in every face appear: 
The fong, the tale, the jeft went round. 
The riddle dark, the thck profound. 
Thus each admiring and admir'd. 
The hofts and gucfts at length retir'd ; 
When Wit thus fpake her fitter train. 

« Faifti, friends, our errand is but vain — 
«< Quick let us nvsafure back the fty; 
« Thefe nymphs alone may well fupply 
« Wit, Innocence, and Harmony. 

. »> : 

AN INVITATION TO 

THE FEATHERED RACE. 

pr XKEHEV. MR CRAVES^ 

Again the balmy Zephyr blows, 

Frelh verdure decks the grove. 
Each bird with vernal rapture glows, 

And tufies his notes to love. 



Te gentle warblers, hither fly> 
And ihun the noontide heat j 

My ihrubs a cooling Ihade fupply. 
My groves a fafe retreat. 



/rjs^" . 
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Here freely hop from fpray tofpray. 

Or weave the mofly ncft ; 
Here rove and fing the live-long dayi 

At night here fweetly reft. 

Amidft this Cool tranflucent rill. 

That trickles down the glade, 
Here bathe yovir plumes, here drink your ii% 

And revel in the ihade. 

No fchool-boy rude, to mifchief prone. 

E'er ftiows his ruddy face, 
Or twangs his bow, or hurls a ftone 

In this fcquefter'd place. 

Hither the vocal Thrufti repairs, 

Secuie t^e Linnet fmgs. 
The Goldfinch dreads no flimy fnares. 

To clog her painted wings. 

Sad Philomel ! ah, quit thy haunt, 

Yon diitant woods among, * • 

And round my friendly grotto chant 

Thy fweetly-plaintive fong. 

Let not the harmlefs Redbreaft fear, . . 

Pomeflic bird, to come i 

And feek a fure afylum here, i 

With one that loves his home. . 

Ma 
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lAj trees for yotmre artteft tribe, . 

Shall {tore of foiit preferv»; 
Oh, let me thus four frieadihip bribe ! 

Come^.feed without re&nrA 

For you thcfe cherrioi I prote^ 

To you thefe plums belong :. 
Sweet i^kit fvaic that yo».-have peck'oE^ 

But fweeter far your fong. 

Let then this league betwixt us made. 

Our mutual interefls guards 
Mine be the gift oi^ fmt and ihade; 

Your fongs be my reward* 

ODE TO TRUTH. 

B r M A S N, 
Say, will no white-rob'd fon of light** 
Swift-dartmg frodi liis heaVnly hifiShty 

Here deign to take his hdltew'd ^aad ; 
Here wave his-a«fibfcr l^cfej uiifoid 
His pinions cloth' d with dcfWify gold i 

Here tmiling ftretch his tutelary waad ? 

And you, ye hdfts of f aiats ! for ye haw known 

Each dreary path in life's perpiexiijg maze, 
Though now ye circle yon eternal throne 

With harpings high of incxpnefiave praife^ 
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Witl not your train defcend in radiant ftatc> 
To break with mercy's beam this gathering cloud oi 

[fare? 
'Tis iilence all. No fon of light 
Darts fwiftly froift his heavenly height i 

No train of radiant faints defcend. 
'< Mortals, in vain ye hope to find, 
*' If guilt, if fraud has ftain'dr your mind,- 
" Or faint to hear, or aagel to defend." 
So Truth proclaims. I hoar the facred found ■ : ; 

Burft from the centre of her burning throi^e.* 
Where aye (he fits with ftar-wreath'd luftre o^wn'd $ 
A bright fun clafps her adamantine zone. . . 
So Truth proclaims: her awful voice I hears 
With many a fblemn paufe it flowly meets my eai^- 

Attend ye Urns of men ! attend, and fay^ : 
Does not enough of my refulgent ray . 
Break through the veil of your mortality ? . 
Say, does not reafon in this form defcry 

Unnumbered, namelefs glories, that fiupafs 

The angel's floatiagpomp, theferaph's glowing grace ?" 
Shall then your earth-bom daughters vie- 
With me !- ihaU ihe, whofe brigbtelt eye • 

But emulates the diamond's blaze, * 

Whofe cheek but mocks the peaches blooni» 
Whofe breath the hyacinth's perfume, 

Whofe melting voice the warbling woodiark-s lays,' 
Ml 
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Shall fl« be deemed «i7 irival > fhall a fofi* 
br «l«ttiefit&l dit^, of rfKiuia'riDg elay, 
' Vi^twith tliefe charms imperial ? the poor worm 
Shall prove her cdH^tx^ vain* Iife'&Uta» 4»f 
Shall pafs, afid fhk tigdHS^ white I a|yfibar 
Flulh'd withtheHlddtli <^ yetiCSi nuroitish Dttav'n's eter- 

[nal y6kF. 

Ere firfk thlsfe t)rb& iA ether hoRg, 
I fhoae kmid tkie hekt'efUy mc^ngy 

ThOt 9f^ ^hm ci^attert'S ddy^ 
' 'THift^Fdtce^^a^lh^th^di^^yy 
And tau^' APd!iislhg63s chdk* tHuin^hatit rofa»* 

Pleas'* I tiir^M bright 1iatTaffe*& gradual birth,, 
S(m HbfUitit lt)Bfit l^h kki^Bg Mire iprea4^ 

Soft vernal fragrance clothe the flowering eardi; 
And oceatt* )l^Vb; «kl fSi tiimMti Mdt 
Saw the tall fl^ Aij^i^ ftStC^ tSite Af; 
The tai?^ 1^^ Hblft Hh« i-aiAd <e^j;U«^» ' 

Lafty mati m^ib^ «ttdt iti jrduidy^td ^oe, 

Andy d6 he i»rdib> the l^gh ^etieft "waa f^v'h, 
*« That X ^dMe^ d^ ikfi ^ }^ Hf hsiTtiy 
«« Should reign pnfiilS^J^cHf^ bftftietd^ii^lEeYefii^lit'*' 
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THE PARTING OF 

HECTOa AND AKDROMACIiE. 

fROM POPJtS kOMER'S ILJAb^ 

He faidy and pa^ \srith <kd pn^efaging heart 
To feek his ()[k)ufe,, his foal's far dearer part j 
At horn* he fought hfer^hitt he fought irt vaiftt 
She, with o'A6 mftid of all her ftidniial tf ain, 
Had thence retir'd j and Wkh hdf fecond joy^ 
The young Aftyanax, the hope of Troy. 
Penfiv* flIU ftood on Iliott's tO»*v*fy height. 
Beheld the W&r, and ^eken'd at the light; 
There ft«r ftd ijycs in vain her lord explore, 
Or weeji'thft wounds her bleediftg tmifttiy "bort; 
fiut he whd found not; whom his fbtil d^f^M, 
WhOlb l^irtaetharrti^ti Witt ut hw beauty firM, 
Stood in the gatesy ai¥d !aik- d what way Ihe bent: 
Her parting ^p? If to ttie fane ilfxe went, 
Whrtre taft the mourning matrons made rcfoit? 
Or fought her AAers in the Trojan <iourt ? 
Not to the <:toutt, (reply'dtV attendant train) ] 
Kor,.mil&M with matrons, to Minerva'^s fante:: 
To Uion's ftetfpy tow*r fhe bent her way, 
To mark tfee fortunes of the doubtful day, 
Troy fte^, (he heard, before the Grocian fword; 
She beard, and tktrabled fot* her abfeot lord } 
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Diftrafled with furprife, (he feem'd to flfy- 
Fear on her cheek, and forrow in her eye. 
The nurfe attended with her infant boy, 
The young Aftyanax, the hope of Tfoy. 

Hedlor, this heard^ retum'd without delay? 
Swift through the town he trod his former way. 
Through ftreets of palaces, and walks of ftate; 
And met the mourner at the Scaean gate. 
With hafte to meet him fprung the joyful fair,. 
His blamelefs wife, Aetion's wealthy heir 
(Cilician Thebe great Aetion fway*d. 
And Hippoplacus' wide extended Ihade)^ 
The nurfe ftood near, in whofe embraces preft,. 
His only hope hung frailing at her breaft, 
Whom each foft charm and early grace adorn,- 
Fair as the new-bora flar that gilds the mom. 
To this lov'd infant He6lor gave the name 
Scamandrius,. from Scamander's honour'd ftream x 
Ailyanax the Trojans caird the boy. 
From his great father, the defence of Troy. 
Silent the warriour fmil'd, and pleased, relign*d 
To tender paffions all his mighty mind. 
His beauteous prince fs caft a moumfiii look. 
Hung oahis hand, and then dejected fpoke} 
Her bofom laboured with a boding figh. 
And the big tear flood, trembling in- her eye. 

Too daring prince ! ali, whither doft thoo mn^- . 
Ah, too forgetful of thy wife and fon f 
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And think*ft thou not how wret(ihcd We ihall be, 

A willow I,, an helple(^ orphia he t 

For fure fuch courage length of life denies, 

And thou muft fall, thy virtue's facnfice. 

Greece in her fmgle heros ftrove in vain : 

Now hods opp6ie thte» and thou imift be Usan I 

Oh, grant me, God 1 ere Ho6l<nr xrieets his doamy 

AU I can aik ^ Heav*Ei, an. earJif tomb ! ' 

So fhall my da)rs in one <ad teoour run. 
And end with forrows ai thcf firlt begun. 
No parent now remains my griefs to ihare^ 
No fatber^s aid, no mother's tender care. 
The lieroe Achilles wrapt our walls in fire^ 
Laid Theh^ wafte, and £le\¥ my warlike ike ! 
His fate compailioa in the vi^or bred ; 
Stem asi ^ wasi he ^t rever'd the dead, 
His radiant arms preferv'd frotn hoftUe fpoiI> 
And laid him decent on the funYal pile ; 
Then raisM a mbuntam where his bones Were bum'^dx 
The ixMnuX^o; ilfmpht theruril comb adorn' d, : . 
Jove'» fUyan daughCefl b^de thtoir ftivbs. beAotr ^ 
A barren (hade^ Iwid ifn bis honour ijf ow. 

By the iarae arm my fev'fi brave broth^s £eii$ 
In one fad day belield the gates of hell : 
While the fat herds ami fnowy flocks they fbdi 
Amid their ^Idk the haplefs hero& bled 1 
My mother Uv'd to bear the vidior's bands,^ 
The cjueejji q£ Hip^^-opla^ia's filvaa la&vU i 
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Redeism'd coo late, fhe fearce beheld agjiia 
Her pleating empire and her native plain. 
When, ah I oppreft by llfe-con fuming woe. 
She fell a vldlim to Diana's bow. 

Yet while my Hedtor ftiU furvives; I fee 
My father, mother, brethren, all, in thee: 
Alas I my parents, brotliers, kindred, all 
Once more will periib, if my Hedbor fall. 
Thy wife, thy infant, m thy danger Ihare ; 
Oh prove a bufband*s and a father's care ! 
That quarter moft the fltilfiil Greeks annof , 
Where yon' wild fig-trees join the wall of Troy r 
Thou, from this tow'r defend th' important poftj 
There Agamemnon points his dreadful hod. 
That pafs Tydides, Ajax, fhive to gain, 
And there ttie vengeful Spartan fires his train* 
Thrice our bold foes the fierce attack have giv'n^ 
Or led by hopes, or difb^ed from Heav*n, 
Let others in the field their arms employ. 
But ftay, my Heftor, here, and guard his Troy. 

The chief reply'd : that poll Ihall be my care, • 
Nor that alone, but all the works of war. 
How would the fons of Troy, in arms nenown'd. 
And Troy's proud dames, whofe garments fweep tlie 
Attaint the luftre of my former name, [ground, 
Should He^r bafely quit the field of fame > 
My early youth was bred to martial pains,, 
My foul impels me to the embattled plains: 
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Let me be foremofl to defend the throne. 
And guard my father's Tories and n^ own. 
Yet come it v/ill, the day decreed by fates; 
(How my heart trembles wlule my tongue relates!) 
The day when thou, imperial Troy ! muft bend. 
And fee thy warriours>fall, thy glories end. 
And yet no dire prefage fo wounds ipy mind. 
My mother's death, the ruin of my kind,' 
Not Priam's hoary hairs defii'd with gore. 
Not all my brothers gafping on the ihore ; - • 
As thine, Andromache ! thy griefs I dread ; 
I fee thee trcmbliflg, weeping, captive led I 
In Argive looms our battVes to defign. 
And woes, of which fo large a part was thine! 
To bear the vidbor's hard commands, or bring . 
The weight of waters from Hyperia's fpring. , 
There, while you groan beneath the load of life. 
They cry, behold the mighty Heir's wife J i 
Some haughty Greek, who lives thy tears to fee^ 
JEmbitters all- thy woes, by naming me. 
Tlie thoughts of glory ^aft, and preferit ihame, 
A thoufand ghefs (hall waken at 'the naqiei 
May I lie cold before that dreadful day, 
Prefs'd with a Ibad' of modumeond clay I ' 
Thy Hector wrapt in everiafting-floep, 
Shall neither liearr thee figh^ nor fee th^e weep I. 
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THE WISH. 

How Ihort is Ufe's uficeruifi ipace I 

Ala^l how quickly <iaiuB! 
How fwift cbe wU4 procadoMs. QhiuTe! 
And yet \)0Vf diflkult tb0 r««0^ 

How very hacd to mia! 

Youth ftops at 6rft its wiUiil e^ni 

To wifdom!s prudent meet i 
Till liow arm'xL to ri{)ar yeai^^ 
ExpeiiHafi^d agB» nrorn out. vitftx eaSMy 

Repeott its earlifir choice* . . . . 

t ' ' ■>• • ' ' - 

What though its proQ^eAs now appear 

So pleafuig and rd&a^d ; 
Yet groundleft hope> and anxioni it9Xp 
By t\y»8 ti^ faiDfy;niomeQts l^^re^ 

And psqr i^Kinitfae jsiod. ". **' 

.;■/■-*■ "* ,' '. ■ 

«5ince then fa^jeysionr £snoy-ehBat;i 

With hope« o£ ISAl bli&; 
Ye ^upriiaa povrr's dia^ nlenqr. ^^^ - 
The only wiih that I create^ 

Is all compriz'd in this : 
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'Ma.y^' throush life's uncertain tide^ 

Be ftill from pain«xeitipCs 
May all my wants be ftiil foppVyM, 
^y Hate too low t'admit of pride, 

And yet above contempts 

But (hould your, iprovidence divide 

A greater blifs intend ; 
May all thofe bleffings you defign, 
(If e'er thofe bleffings (hall' be mine) 

Be center'd in a Friend* 



ODE 

WklTTEN III THX WALKS AT BTUCKNocIC 

TO DR. SQUIRE, LP. BISHOP OF ST, DAYID'5. 

^Y Dr. DODD. 

I, 

RvDE romatAic Ihades and woods, 
Hanging walks and failing floods ! 
Now that gufh with foaming pride 
Down the rough rock's fteepy fide; 
Now that o'er the pebbles play, 
Winding round your filvcr way : 
TS 
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Mountains, that in doiky cioad 
High your facred fumintts fliroiKh; 
Whofe variegated fides adom 
Fields, and fiock% jud gnoves, aad cdto^ 
And whited cots, befide the flsep. 
Where health and labour fweetly fleep; 
Hail pleafmg fcenes ! AmynCas cry'-aly 
As by old Hundy's * gurgling fide. 
In careleis fort his Hmbs he iaidy 
The hoar hill hanging o'er his head. 

His harp of ancient Britilh found lay by ; 
He feiz'd it rapturous : o'er the ilrings 

His fiugers ii g hti y a^ 
While thus his voice. refponftve fings. 

.II. 
From that celeftial orb, where, thron'd in light. 

Thou dwell'ft, of pewcrs angeHc firft tnd befti 
Oh lovely gratitude! divinely bright, 
jDcfcend, in all thy glowing beauties dFtft. 

Goddefs come, and oh! impart 

All thy ardours to my heart; 

Tune my harp, and touch my tongue^ 

'Give me melody and fong: 

Softeft notes and numbers brin^, 

'Tis Palemon that I fmg ; 

Gratitude exalts my lays, 

'Tis my benefa6tor's praife. 

* A river -which runs by BrecXiMcls* 
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But where can or numbers,^ or notesit 

Sufficiently pleai&og'be foum1>- ,. 

To exprefs the due fenie of his worth, 

Who my life with fuch conafortp hathcjowaM* . 
He mark-d the fmall fit^ck which I U<^, 

And my dUigencft gave htm- d^i^ht ; 
Young (hcphecd i'U help y<Hijt.ha Caid^ . 

And he placM me lUU nearer his Tight. 
Then he gave me foooe iheep of avf &WQp, 

Oh could I the charge bujL impFove ! 
'Twould Ihcw how I honourM his gift. 

And would I could merit his love ! 
But foonev this brook at m; feet 

Shall ceafe in foft murmurs to flow; 
Thefe mountains Ihfd! fooner flnk down 

Taa piain witb itia vaUi^s ^elow $ 
Than mute to his praifes, my tongue 

Shall ceafe his IbvM name to i^efound). 
Or my heart- tft his fovows £» pruMy. 

Be ever ioCi^nlLble fouML 
Oh ma> the great Shepherd of all 

His Ufa with rich bki£ngs increafe I 
And fweetly encompafs him round 

With plenty, with health, and with pcac«. 
On all that partake of his board 

Be haj^pinefs largely beftow'd ;. 
N a. 
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Wis wife be Aill loving and kind ; 

His children ftUI lovely and good ! 
And pafs'd hik benevolent days 

'Midft elegant labours' of love ! 
Ob hite^ ye good angels*, his foul 

To the Jeats of the blefled remove! 
Thus Amyntas fung pleafs'd to his harp. 

With Brecon's white walls in his view: 
Many poets-much fwecter- you'll 'find; 

Ko poet Hiorft honeft and true-. 
Biibop Squire^ made Mm Frebeiid of Brecon, May 1764«. 

E L E G Y. 

WRITTEN m A 

CO-ITNTRY CHURCH-YARD; 
Br GRAT.^ 

The curfew tolUthekncll-of parting diy. 
The lowing herd wind flowly o*^er the lea, 

The plowman homeward plods his weary way^ 
And leaves the world to darknefs^and to me. 

Now fades the. glimmering landfcapeon the fight^ 
And all the air a folemn ftillnefs holds, 

Save where the beetle wheels his drony flight, , 
And drowfy tinklings lull the dilUnt folds^; 
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Skvc that, from yonder ivy-mantied tow'r, 

The moping owl does to the moon complain 
Of fuch as wandering near her fecret bow'r^ 

MoleiV her ancieae folitary reign; 

Beneath thofe rugged elms, that yew-tree's (hade, 
Where heaves the turf in many a mouldering heap, 

£ach in his narrow cell forever latd^ 
The rude forefathers of the bamtet fleep,. 

The breezy call of incenfe-banBaiiiing* mom, > 

The fwallow twitt'ring from the ftnw^buibr ibed,, 

Tlie cock's £hrill clarion^ or the echoing horn, 
No more ihiall roufe them from their lowly beiL 

For them no more the blazing hearth ftM born, . 

Or fasiy faou£Bwi£B ply her evening caret 
No childrea nm to lifp tfaor fire's return, ' - 

Or climb his kguMs^ the eavietl kifs to ibaiNu . 

Oft did the harvfft to their fickieyicia, , , 

Their furrow oft theftubborn glebe has broke; 

How jocund did they drive their team sk-field ! 
How bow'd the woods beoeatb their i^urdyftrekie I 

Let not Ambitioft mock their ufeful toil, 
Their homely joyj, and deftjny obicure; 

Nor Grandeur hear with a difdainCul fmile 
The ihorl and Ample annals of the pour. 
N3 
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The boaft of heraldiy, the pomp of ^vf%^ 

And all that teauty, all that wealth e'ergaTV^ 
Await alike th' ioeyitablv hour. 

The paths of glory lead but to the grave. 

Nor you, ye proud, impote to tHefe the faidt, 
1£ mem'ry o'er their tomb no trophies raifey 

Where through the long-drawn tfle and fretted vflulti- 
The peeling anthem fwells the. note of praife^ 

Can ftoned um or aninrated buft 
. Back to its raanilon call the fleeting.breath ? 
Can Honour's voice- provc^e the filentduft, - 
Or Flattery fooththe^duU. cold ear of Deathi 

Perliaps in this negledted fpot islaid 
Some heart once pregnant with cebDial IG^ $ - 

Hands, that the rod of empire might hsive^fway'd^- 
Or wak^d to ecfbtfy^the living ^^re^ 

But Knowledge to their eyes hep ample* page* 
Rich with the fpoils of time did ne'er unrqlj - 

Chill Penury reprefs'd thcir^noble rage, 
And froae the genial current of the fchit 

Full many a gem of pureft ray ierene^ 

The dark unfathom'd caves of ocean bear: • 

Full many a flower is bom to blulh unfeen,- 
Aad wafte its fweetneis in the defeit air*' 
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Some village-Hampden) that with dauntlefs breali 

The little tyrSaA of the fields withftood ; 
Some mute iaslorious' Milton-here may reft, • 

Some Cromwell, giultl«& of his country's blood; 

Th' applaufe of-lift*nio[|^ fenates tO command^ 
The threats of pain and rum to defpife. 

To fcatter plenty o'er a fmilins-land^^ 
And read their hiA'ry in a nation's eyes. 

Their lot forbade; nor cireumfcrib'd alOne 
Their f;rowing virtues, but their crimes confin'^d-; 

Forbade, to wade through fiaugbter to a throne. 
And ihut the l^ates of mercy on mankind : 

Tho ft^ggling pangs of confcioiis truth to hide. 
To quench the bhi(hes of ingenuous ^harne, 

Or heap the flirinetof luxury and pride 
With iacenfe kindled at the mufe's flame* 

Far from the madding crowd'signoble ftrife, • 
Theiir fober wiihes never leam'd to iiray j - 

Along the cool fcquefter'd valft itf life- 
They kept thenoifeleis tenourof their^way*. 

Yet ev*n thefe bones from iaiult to proteA- 
Some frail memorial'ftiU cttBatd nigh. 

With uncouth rhimes and ihapeleis fculptttrc deck'd^* 
Implores tbe^ puffing tribvite of a iigb« 
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thtir name, their yearSf ^It by the tanletterM Mitf^ 
The place of Fame and Elegy fupply : 

And many a holy text anound fhe ftre^'S, 
That teach the rufiic moraUit tQ die. 

For whoy to dumb fbrgetfulnefs a prey. 
This pleaAng anxious being e*er refign'd^ 

JLeft the warm precin^ of the cheerful d^y,- 
Nor caft 09c longing lingering look behind f 

On fome fond breaft the parting foul relies. 
Some piom drops the clofiDg eye requires ; 

Ev'n from the tomb the voice ef nature erieii 
£v'n in our aflies iiv^ their wonted fires; 

For thee who^'mindfol of th*unbQtto«ir^d d^,* 
Bod in theib lines their artlel^ tale i^late,- 

If chance, by kmeiy contemplation- led, 
Some kindred- Spim fliaU'inc(uti:« thy fate»» 

Haply feme ^oary*headed fwain may fay,- 
<< Oft have i¥e feen him at the peep of dawii- 

^ £ru(hing with hafty fteps the ^i»wt away, 
« To-mMt the ftm npett the upland Uwfi. 

** There, at the foot U yonder nodding beech 
** That wreathes its old fantaftic roots foiiigh,. 

H His liltlefiii length at fioontidc would he ftratch, 
^ And pore u^n the brook Ihat bftbhles.by. 
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**• Hard by yon wood, now fmiling as in fcorn, 

" Muttering his wayward fancies he would roYe, 
** Now drooping, woeful wan, hkeone forlorn, 

" Or craz*d with care, or crofs'd in hopelefs lov«. 

" One mom I iriiisM him on th* accuftom'd hill, 
** Along the heath and near his fav-rite tree ^ 

" Another came ; nor yet beTide rtie rill, 
<' Nor up the lawn, nor at the wood was he: 

" The nextv with dirges due, in fad array,. 

" Slow thro'the church-way path we faw him bome^ 
*' Approach, and read (for thou can*ft'read) the lay^, 

** GcaT'd on the ftone benoath yon. z$pd thorn." 

E. P I T A P H. 

Hbre refts his head upon the lap of Earth 
A Youth to Fortune and to Fame unknown* 

Fair Science frown -d not on his bumble birth,. 
And ^Melancholy, mark'd him for her own. 

Irarge was his .bounty,, and hi» ibul iincere, 
Heav*n did a recompenfe as largely fend : 

He gave to Mis'ry all be had, a tear, , 
He gfiin'd fromHeavfn, 'twas all he wiih!d^^ Friend.^ 
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No faitbcF fcek his merits to difcloie> 

Or draw his frailties ii'om their dread aboda^ 
(There they alike xa trembling hope repofe,) 

The boibm of his Father <md his God. 



REFLEXIONS 

ON THB MISEHIES OP HUMAN L1F1. 

FROm rHOJttSON^ SEASONS. 

Auf Hoie think th« gay HcsntiGxis praod^ 

Whain.pIea&Hne>.p(7vrer9.aad aAnencs £nrroaui| 

They, who their thoughtlefs hours in giddy mirth^ 

And wanton, often crueVriot wafte;. 

Ah, little think they, while they dance alongj 

How many fecl^ this very moment, death. 

And all the (ad variety of pain. 

How many fiak m the dATaunog flood^. 

Or mow devoiuriag flam& Hour many bked. 

By lbame6ii variance betwixt raanand ann. 

How many pise in want,, and dangecm g^oom^ 

Shut from the common air,, and common uie 

Of their own Umbs. How many drink tbie cvq»» 

Of balefulignef, or eat Che bitter hr^d 

Of mifery. Sore picrc'd by wintry winds,, 

Hbac xxmny ihrink into the fosdiii huL 
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*0( chccrlcfs poverty. How many (hake 
With all the fiercer tortures of the mind^ 
Unboondtdpaffionvinddners^ guik, icniDdb^ 
Whence tumbled headlong from the height of life, 
They furnilh matter for Che tragic fmCfe* 
3ven in the ^Hey where wU<iom-]0VBS to^we^. 
With fnendOnp, pence and contemplation /cmi'dy 
HofW man^y PBick'd 'witfi h&n^ paffieni, droop ^ 
In deep retir'd diflrefs. How many ftand 
Around tbe'chsitth^bed -tff their iearsft friend. 
And point the parting anguiih. Thought, fond mim j 
"Of thefe, and all the tho«fand nameless ills. 
That one incef&nt (htiggle render4ife, 
'Onefcene of toil, of fuffering and of fate, 
"^ice in his high career wotild ftand appall'd, 
An^faeedleft nanbting impu^fe learn vofhinlc; 
The confcious heart of charity wotdd warm. 
And her wide wUh benevolence <dilate ; 
The focial tear would rife, the focial ftgh; 
And into dear perfedion, ^gradual bUfs 
^^K«fining itiU,theibcial paJQteas work. 
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THE 

BEGGAR'S PETITIOIsf; 

*P I T Y the forro W€ of- a -poor old man ! 

Whofe trerabliiiglirabs have borne himto fow door, 
Whoft^days are dwindled to the ihortelt fpan^ 

OhLgive relief— a»d Heaven-will blefs your iloreb 

Thcfe tatter'd cloaths my poverty befpealf, 
, ^Thefe hoary locks proclaim my lengthen'd ycar^j . 
And many a furrow in my grief-wora check, 
Has been the channel to a Oream of tearsf. 

Ton houfe, ere^ed eft the tifing ground. 

With tempting afpe^ dreiV me from my road^ 

Tor plenty there a refidence has found. 
And grandeur a magnificent abodo, 

(Hard is the fate of the it^rm and poor!) 
Here craving for ainorfel of their bread, 

A pampered menial forced mefrom the door> 
To feek a Ihelter in an humbler ihed. 

Oh! take me to your hofpitable dome, 

Keen blows the wind, and piercing is the cold ! 

%\i^n is my paffage to the friendly tomb^ 
For I am poor^d miferably old* 
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Should I reveal the fource of every grJef, 

. If foft humanity e'er touch'd your breaft^ 
Your hands would not with-hold the kind reliefi 
And tears of pity cotild not be rcpieft. 

Heaven fends misfortunes — why ftiould we rcjpinc*^ 
'Tis Heaven has brought me to the ftate you fee; 

And your condition may be foon like mine, 
—The child of forrow— and of mifery; 

A little farm was <ny paternal lot, 

Then like the larkl Tprightly hail'd the morn> 
But ah ! oppreffion forc'd me from my cot, 

My cattle dy'd,' and blighted was my corn. 

^y daughter — once the comfort . of my age ! . 

Lur'd by a villain from her native home, 
4.S caft abandon'd on the "world's ivide ftagc. 

And doom'd in fcanty poverty to roam. 

My tender wife — fweet foot her of tny- cnre ! • " 
Struck with fad anguifh at the fterrj decs'cc, 

Fell — lingVing fell a viftim to defpain, 
And left the vvrorld to wretchcdnefs and me. 

Pity the forrows of a poor old , man ! 

Whofe trembling limbs have borne him toyourdoor.. 
Whofe days are dwindled to the Ihorteft fpan, 

Oh I give relief— and Heaven will blcfs y(Aiv ft<»'^* 
' O 
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HYMN TO BENEVOLENCE. 

BT B LACKZ9CK, 

Hatl! foarce of tr9nfport.cvcr new-; 
While I thy ftrong impulfe purfuei 

I tafle a joy fmcere; 
Too Tail Fbr little minds to know, 
"Wlio on themfelves alone heftow 

Their wifiies and .&eir care. 

Z>aughter of God ! delight of mani 
From thee felicity began; 

Whkh ftill thy hand fuaains : 
Sy thee fweet Peace her empire fpn&A^ 
Fair Science rais'd her laxuPcU'd head. 

And 0i£eord gfialhr*d in chains. 

Far as the pontted fonfaeam flics 
Through peofrfed earth and ftarry flu0S^ 

All nature owns thy nod; 
We fee its energy prevail 
Through being's ever-rifing fcale^ 

From nothing e'en to Cod. 

By thee infpir'd, the gen*rons breaA^ 
In blcfling others only bleft j 
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With goodnefs large and free, 
DtUghts the widow's tears to ftay, 
To teach the blind their fmootheft way. 

And aid the feeble knm. 

O come ! and o'er my bofom rQlgn, 
Expand my httrt^ inflam* eadi vmr 

Through ev'ry action Ihine ; 
Each lowj each ielfiih wKh coatrovU 
With all thy eflence warm my foul. 

And jn^e me ynhoXtf thine. 

If from thy iacred paths I tuns,. 

Kor feel their griefi;, whilie others moumj" 

Nor with their plealiires glow: 
Baniih'd from God, from blifs^ aad tbtSr 
Ify own tormentor kt me be> 

And sroao in bopelef& woct^ 



ev 
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ON THE DEATH OF STELLA.. 

A PASTORAL. 

INSCRIBEJ) TO HEA SIST.EIU 

Se« on tkofe riiby^ lift the trembling breathy 
1 hufe cheeks now faded at the blaft of death ; 
Coid is that breaft which warmM the world befiire. 
And tbofe love-d«rtiiig eyes ihall roll n« i&0r«. Pa^* 

Now purple cv'ning ting,'d the blue (erene, , 
And milder breezes fanii'd the verdant plain; 
Beneath a Mailed oak's portentous ihade. 
To fpeak his grief, a pendsw fwain was laid:- 
Birds ceas'd to warble at the mournful founds 
The cheerful landfoape fadden'd all around : ' ' 
For Stella's fate he breath'd histuneful moan ; * 1 
Love> beauty, virtue, mourn youc darling gone I > 

O thou ! by ftronger ties than blood ally'd, 
Who died to pleafure, when a fifter* dy'd I ' 
Thou living image of thofe charms we loft, 
Charms, which exulting nature one© might boaft? 
Indulge the plaintive mufe, whofe fimple ftrain 
Repeats the heart-felt aqgapi of the fwain : 
For Stella's fate thus flow'd his tuneful moan; 
Love, beauty, virtue, mourn your darling gone ! 

* A Lady diftinguiflied for every perfonal grace, aad; 
^ualiEcation of muid which could adorn btr lex and natiue* . 
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Are happioefs and joy for ever fled. 
Nor haunt the twilight grove, nor funny glade } 
Ah ! fled £6r ever from my longing eye ; 
With Stella born, with Stella too- they die: 
Die, or with me your brighteft image moan : 
Love, beauty, virtue, moom your darling gone I 

Sweet to the thirfly tongue the crylUl flteam, • 
To nightly wand'rers fweet the morning beam ; 
Sweet to the wither'd grafs the gentle (how'r; 
To the fond lover fweet the nuptial hour; 
Sweet fragrant gardens to the lab'ring bee. 
And lovely Stella once was heav'n Id me : 
That heav'n is faded, and thofe joys are flown, 
• Love, beauty, virtue, mourn your darUng gone! 

Ah ! where IS now that form which charm*d my fight ? 
Ah ! where that wifdora, fparkling heav'nly bright ? 
Ah ! where that fweetneiis like the lays of fpring, 
When breathe its flow*rs, and all its warblers fing ? 
Now fade, ye flow'rs! ye warblers join my moan ! 
Love, beauty, virtue, mourn your darUng gone ! 

Ah me ! though winter dcfolate the field. 
Again Ihall flow*rs their blended odours yield ; 
Again fliali birds the vernal feafon hail, 
And beauty paint, and muiic charm the vale : 
0} 
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But (he no mere to blefs me Ihall appear; 
No more her angel voice enchant my ear j 
No more her angel fmile relieve my moan : 
Love, beauty, virtue, mourn your darling gone! 

lie ceas'd; formighty grief his voice fiippreft, 
Chill'd all his veins, and ftniggled in his breaftj 
From his wan cheek the rofy tinfture flies ; 
Thd luftre languiih'd in hiy clofmg eyes : 
Too foon ftiali life return, unhappy fcvain! 
If, with returning fenfe, returns thy pain. [moan ! 
Rills, woods, and itreams, refound the (hepherd's 
Love, beauty, virtue, mourn your darling gone ! 



AN EPITAPH. 

Ip e'er ftiarp forrow from thine eyes did flow, 

If e'er thy bofom felt another's woe, 

If e*er feir beauty's charms thy heart did prove, 

If e'er the offspring of thy virtuous love 

Bloom' d to thy wifh, or to thy foul was dear, 

This plaintive marble aiks thee for a tear! I 

For here, alas! too early fnatch'd away. 

All that was lovely Death has made his prey. | 

No more her cheeks with crimfon rpfes vie, 

No more the diamond fparkles in her eyej i 
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Her breath no more its balmy fweets can boaft, 
Alas I' that breath with all its fu'eets are loft. - 
Pale now thofe hps where blulhing rubies hung. 
And mute the charming mufic of her tongue; - 
Ye virgins fair, your fading charms furvey, 
She was whate'er your tender hearts can fay. 
To her fweet memory for ever dear,.. 
Let the green turf receive your trickling, tear : 
To this fad place your earlieft garlands brings 
And deck her grave with firftlings of the fpring; 
Let opening rofes, drooping lilies tell, 
Like thofe Ihe bk>om'd,<and ah! like thefe ihe felL 
In circling wreaths let the pale ivy grow, , 
And diftant yews a fable ibade -beftow ; 
Round her, ye Graces ! conftant vigils keep, 
And guard, fair Innocence! her facred ileep: 
Till that bright morn fliaU wake the beauteous clay^ . 
To bloomr and fparkle in eternal day. 
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CONTENT. 

A VISION. 

B r DR. COTTO A^. 

Man is decciv*d by outward ftiow — 
'Tis i plain homefpun' truth I know \ 
The fraud prevails at cv*ry age, 
So fa3r8 the fdiool-boy, and the fagel 
Yet ftill we hug the dear deceit, 
And ftai exclaim againft the cheat, • 
But whence this inconftftent part. 
Say, moralifts who know the heart ? • 
If you'll this labyrinth purfue, 
1*11 go before, and find the clue. 

I dreamt ('twas on a birth-day night) 
A -fumptuous palace rofe to itght: 
The builder had through ev'ry part, 
Obferv'd the chafteft rules of art ; 
Raphael and Titian had difplay'd 
All the^fuU force of light and ihade: 
Around the livery*d fervants wait j - 
An aged porter kept the gate. 

As I was traverfmg the hall. 
Where Bruflels' looms adorn' d the wall- 
(Whofe tap'ftry fhews without my aid^ 
A nun is no fuch ufelefs maid). 
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A gmceful pcrfon came in view, 
(His form, it leems, is known to few) 
His drefs was unadom'd with lace, 
But charms ! a thoufand in his face. 

This, Sir, your property ? 1 cry'd— — 
Mailer and manfion coincide : 
Where all, indeed, is truly great,. 
And proves, that blifs may dwel^with flate. 
Pray, Sir, indulge a- ftranger's claim. 
And grant the favour of your name. • 

Content, the lovely, form rcply'd j 
But think not, here that I refide ; 
Here lives a courtier, bafe and fly^. 
An open, honefl, ruftic 1 ; 
Our taile and manners difagree^ 
His levee boaits no charms for me:- 
For titles, and the fmiles of kings. 
To me are cheap Unheeded things. . 
('Tis virtue can alone impart 
The patents of a ducal heart : 
Unlefs this h«^d fpeaks him great,. 
What (hall avail the glare of ftate ?) 
Thofe.fecret charms are my delight,. 
Which Ihine remote from public fight:, 

Bailion^fubdued, defires at reft, -■ 

And hence his chaplain ftiares my breafi; . 

There was a time (his Grace caa tell) 
I-knewthe Duk« exceeding well } 
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Knew ev*ry fecrct of hi« heart; 
In truth, we never were apart: 
But when the court- beeame his endy« 
He tum'd his back npon hh friend 

One day X «aU^ upon his Graoo> 
Jv^ as the Duke had got a place : 
I thought (but thought ai»Hit» 'tis dear) 
I ihould be i«elcon« to the peer. 
Yes, welcome to a man in pow'r*^ 
And fo I was— — ^for half aa hour* 

But he grew weary of his gueft^ 
And foon difcarded sne bis bisciilli 
Upbraided 'me with want o€ xnerity 
But moft for poverty of fpirit. 

You reliih no&.the gMat man's lot? 
Come^ haiten to mf htmbler cot. 
Think me not partial to the grsaty 
L'm a fworn foe to fxide and ftatitel 
No Monarchs ihare my kissd emfaracc^- 
There's fcarcea monarck-knowB wy foces- 
Content ihuns coutts, and oft'aer^dwelia 
With modeil worth-in mral «eUs$ 
There's no complaint though brown the InvM},- 
Or the rode turf fuftatn the head^. 
Though har4 the couch, and coad* the ineai^« 
Still the brown loaf and iie^ are fweeC. 

Far from the city I refixle> 
And axhatct^d cottj^e^ mypiide. 
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True to my heart, I feMom voam, 
3ecaafe I find ray joy« at home: 
■For foreign vifits then be^n 
When the man feels a vaI4 within. 

But though from t«wi» and cixm^ 1 lly, 
lHo humourift, nor C^c, I. 
Amidft feqaeftdr'4 fhaAes 1 ]>riw 
The fifiendfliips <rf the food and wife. 
Bid Virtue and her ftms attend, 
Virtue wiU taU thee, I'm lier friend; 
Tell thee, I'm faiibftd, conftant, kind. 
And meek, and lowly, and rej§gn'd j 
Will fay, there's no diHinaioB known 
Betwixt her houfehold and ir^ own. 

^^hor. If thefe the frjendftiips yo« porTue^ 
Tour friend*, I icar, are vwy liew. 
:So little company, you fey, 
Yet fond of home from day to day? 
How do you Ihun detraction's rod i 
1 doubt your neigUbotsrs thirfc yeu oddl 

Content, 1 ctmmoHe with myfelf at pight. 
And aflt my heartif aB he rigIA : 
If, " Right," replies my faittififl bwaft, 
I fmile and clofe my eyes to reft. 

^tbor. You feem regardleft of the town: 
Pray, Sir, how ftand you with the gown ? 

Content, The clergy fay they love me well. 
Whether they do, they beft can tdl: 
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They paint me myUeA, frieadly, wife, 
And always praife fae to the ikies ; 
But if convidtion's at the heart. 
Why not a correfpondent part 
For ihalLthc Icained tongue prevail, 
If a<5tions preach a diif 'rent tale } 
Who'll feek my door or grace my walls, 
When neitlier dean nor prelate calls ^ 

With thofe my friendfhips raoft obtatxi> 
Who prize their duty more thaagain; 
Soft flow the honvs wiiene'er we meet, 
And confcious virtue is our treat; 
Our harmlefs -breafts no. envy know, 
And hence we fear Jio fecset foe; 
Our walks ambition ne'er attends, 
And hence we afk no pow'rful friends; 
We wifh the beft to church and ftate. 
But leave the fteerage to the great; 
Car^lefs, who rifes, or who falls. 
And never dream of vsicant Jiallsi . 
Much lef$, by pride or.int'reft drawn, 
Sigh for the mitre, and the lawn. . 

Obferve the fecrets. of my art, 
I'll fundamental troths impart: 
And if you'll my advice purfue, 
I'll quit my hut, and dwell with you. 

The palfions are a nura'rous crowd, 
Imperious, pofiftive and loud i 
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Curb thefe licentious fons of ilrife ; 
Hence chiefly rife the ftorms of life : 
Jf they grow mutinous, and rave, 
They are thy maders, thou their flave. 

Regard the world with cautious eye* 
Nor raife your expectation high. 
See that the balanc'd fcales be fucb, 
You neither fear nor hope too much. 
For difappointment's not the thing, 
'Tis pride and paflioa point the fting. 
Life is a fea, where ftorms muit rife, 
'Tis folly talks of cloudlefs ikies: 
He who contr^iAs his fwelling fail 
Eludes the fury of the gale. 

Be flill, nor anxious thoughts employ, 
Diftruft imbitters prcfcnt joy : . 
On God for all events depend ; 
You cannot want when God'i your friend. 
Weigh well your part, and do your belt ; 
Leave to your Maker all the relt. 
The hand which form'd thee in the womb^ 
Guides from the- cradle to the tomb. 
Can the fond raothci flight her boy; 
Can fhe forget her prattling joy ? 
Say then fliall fov' reign Love dcfcrt 
The humble, and the honeft heart ? 
Heav'n may not grant thee all thy mind ; 
Yet fay not thou that Hcav'n's unkind, 
P 
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God is alike, both good and wife. 
In what he grants and what denies: 
Perhaps, what Goodnefs gives to-day. 
To-morrow Goodnefs takes away. 

You fay that troubles intervene, 
Tiiat forrows darken half the fcene. 

True and this-coofequence you iee. 

The world was ne*cr defign'd for thee : 
You*re like a palfenger below. 
That ftays perhaps a night or fo ; 
But flill his native country lies 
Beyond the boundaries of the ikies. 

Of Heav'n afk vutoe, wifdom, healthy 
But never let thy pray'r be wealth, 
If food be thine, (though little gold) 
And raiment to repel the cold ; 
Such as may nature's vteants fnffice, 
Not what from pride and foUy rife ; 
If foft the motions of thy foul, 
And a calm confcience crowns the whole; 
Add but a fnend to all this ftore. 
You can't, in reafon, wilh fior more: 
And if kind Heav'n this comfort brings, 
'Tis more than Heav'n bcftows on kings. 

He fpake The airy fpe^Sbrc flies. 

And ftrait the fwcct ilhifion dies. 
The vifion, at the early dawn, 
Confign'd me to the thoughtful morn; 
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To all the ear«s of waking q1$y» 
And inconfiiloRt dreams of day. 



HAPPINESS, 

FROM POPE'S ESSAT ON MAN. 

Oh happineis 1 our being's end and aim I 
Good> pleafure, oafe, content 1 whate'er thy name: 
That (bmething ftiU which prompts the eternal iigh, 
For which we bear to live, or dare to die; 
Which (till fo near U8| yet beyond us lies, 
Cyerlook'd, feen double, by the fool, and wifis. 
Plant of celeftial feed t if dropt below, 
Say, in what mortal foil thou deign'fl to grow ? 
Fair opening to fome court's propitious ihinoy 
Or deep witlfi diamonds in the flaming mine ? 
Twin'd with the wreaths Pamaflian laurels yield. 
Or reap'd in iron harveits of the field ? 
Where grows ?— where grows it not ? if vain our toil 
We ought to blame the culture, not the foil. 
Fix'd to no fpot is happinefs fmcere, 
'Tis no where to be found, or ev'ry where; 
*Tis never to be bought, but always free. 
And fled from monarchs, St. John, dwells with thee. 
Aflc of the learn'd the way : the learn'd are blind ; 
This bids to ferve^ and that to (hun mankind. 
P a 
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Some place the blifs id a^tioD, fome in eafS ; 

Tliofe call it pleafure^ and contentment tliefe: 

Some, funk to beafls^ find pleafure end in pain ; , 

Some fwell'd to gods, confefs cv'n virtue vain : 

Or indolent : to each-extrtme they fall, 

To truft in cv'ry thing, or doubt of all. 

Who thus define it, fay they moM ov left 
Than this, that happinefs is happinefs } 

Take nature's path, and mad opinions leave; 
All Hates can reach it^ and all heads conceive ; 
Obvious her goods, in no extreme they dwell ; 
There needs but thinking-right, and meaning well : 
And mourn our various portions as we pleafe, 
Equal- IS common fenfe, and common eafe. 

llemember,.man, '* the Univcrfal Caufe 
** A^s not by partial, but by general laws;** 
And makes what happinefs we juftly call 
Subfift not in the *good of one, but all. 
There's not a bleiling individuals find 
But fome way leans and hearkens to the kind i 
No bandit fierce, no tyrant mad with pride, 
No cavern'd hermit refts felf-fatisfy'd. 
Who moft to Ihun or hate mankhid pretend,. 
Seek an admirer, or would fix a friend : 
Abftradl what others feel, what others think, . 
All pleafures ficken, and all glories fink : 
Each has his (hare ; and who would more obtain>. 
Siiall find the pleafure pays not half the pain». 
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Order Is Heav'n's firft law ; and this confeft, 
Some are> and muft be, greater than the reft ; 
More rich, more wife ; but who infers from hence 
That fuch are happier, ihocks all common f«nfe. 
Heav'n to mankmd impartial we confefs. 
If all are equal in their happinefs : 
But mutual wants this happinefs increafe, 
All nature's difF'rence keeps all nature's peace. 
Condition, circumftance, is not the thing j 
Blifs is the fame in fubjeil or in king. 
In who obtain defence, or who defend, 
In him who is, or him who finds a friend : 
Heav'n breathes through every member of the whole 
One common bleiling as one common foul. 
But fortune's gifts if each alilce pc^ft,. 
And each were equal, muft not all conteft? 
If then to all men happinefs was nneant, 
God in externals could not place content. 

Fortune her gifts may varioufly difpofe. 
And thefe be happy call' d, unhappy thofej 
But Heav'n's juft balance equal will appear, 
While thofe are plac'd in hope,^ and thefe in fear: 
Not prefent good or ill, the joy or cwle. 
But future vi«ws of better^ or of worfe. 
Oh fons of earth !' attempt ye ftill to rife,- 
By mountains pil'd on mountains, to the (kies ? 
Heav'n ftill with laughter the vain toil furveys, 
And buries madmen in tho heaj^ they raife. 
P3 
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Know, all the good that individuals find, - 
Or God and nature meant to mere mankind, 
Reafon's whole pleafure, all the joys of fenfc, 
Lie in three words, health, peace, and competence. 



SWEETNESS. 

AN ODE. 
Sr MR. RO B E RTSOX.- 
Ov damafk cheeks, and radiant eyes,- 

Let other poets tell; 
Within the bofom of the fair, 
Superior beauties dwell. 

There all the fprightly powers of wit 

In blithe aifemblage play ; 
There every focial virtue iheds 

Its intelledhial ray. 

Svt as the fun's refulgent light 
Heav'n's wide expanfe refines; 

With fov'reign luflre through the foul, 
Celeflial fweetnefs ihines. 

This mental beam dilates the beait^ 
And fparkles in the face ; 
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R harmonizes every thought, 
And heightens e^fery grace. 

One glimpfe can footh the troubled breaft>^ 

The heaving figh reftrain j 
Can make the bed of ficknefs pleafe,> 

And ilop the fenfe of pain. 

Its power can charm thfe favage hearty - 

The tyrant's pity move : 
To fmiles concert the wildeft rage, - 

And melt the foul to love. 

When fweetnefs beams upon the thron©' 

In majefty benign> 
The awful fplendors of a crown 

With milder luftre ihine. 

In fcenes oF^'poverty and woe, 

Where melancholy dwells, 
The influence of this living ray 

The dreary gloom difpels. 

Thus, when the bloonning fpring returns 

To cheer the mournful plains, 
Through earth and air, with gema} warmth^ 

Etherial mildnefs reignu 

Beneath its bright, aufpicious beams 
No boiftcrous paffions rifej 
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Morofenefis quits the peaceful fcene. 
And baleful Dircor4 flies. 

A thoufand nMnelefi beauties fpring^ 

A thoufand virtues glow ; 
A fmiling train of joys appear, 

And endlefs bleifings flow. 

Unbounded Charity difplays 

Her fympathizing charms : 
And Friendfliip's pure feraphic flam« 

The generous bofom warms. 

Almighty hove exerts his power. 
And fprcads, with fccrct art, 

A foft fenfation thr9»]^h the frame, 
A tranfport through (he heart. 

Nor ftiall the florms of age, which clou4 

Each gleam of fenfual joy. 
And blafl the gaudy flowers pride, 

Thefe bleft efkets deftroy. 

When that fair form Aiall fyeii m. years^e 

And all thofe graces fly i 
The bejiuty of thy heav^cily mtod 

Shall length of days defy. 



>d by Google 



SELECr POSMS^ ,^^y 



CONJUGAL FELICITY- 

FROMTHOMSOJ^S SEASONS^ 

Happy they ! the happieft of their kind! 

Whom gentler ilars unite, and inone fato 

Their hearts, their fortunes,, and their beings blende 

'Tis not the coarier tie of human laws, 

Unnatural oft and foreign to the mind, 

That binds their peace, but harmony itfelf,. 

Attuning all their pafiions into love ; 

Where Friendihip full exerts her fofteft power, 

Perfedl efleem, enlivened by defire 

Jxicffable, and fympathy of foul ; 

Thought meeting thought,, and will preventing will,. 

With boundlefs confidence : for nought but love 

Can anfwer love, and render blifs fccure. 

——What is the world to them, . 
Its pomp, its pleafure, and its nonfenfe all I 
Who in each other clafp, whatever fair 
High fancy forms, and lavilh hearts can wiih; 
Something than beauty dearer, (hould they look- 
Or on the mind,. or mind-ilLumin'd face? 
Truth, goodnefs, honour, harmony and love. 
The cicheft bounty of indulgent Heaven ? 
Meantime a fmiling ofFspriug rifes roun^,. 
And mingles both their graces. By degrees 
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The human bloflbm blows i and every daf^ 
Soft as it rolls along, ihews fome new charm^ 
The father's luftre, and the mother's bloom. 
Then infant reafon grows aj^aee, and calls 
For the kind hand of an afliduous care. 
Delightful talk! to rear the tender thought, 
To teach the young idea how to fhoot. 
To pour the frefh inllru6tion o'er the mind, 
To breathe th' enlivening fpirit,*and to fix 
The generous purpofe in the glowing breait. 
Oh fpeak the joy ! ye whom the fudden tear 
Surprifes often, while you look around, 
And nothing ftrikes your eye but fights of blift^ 
All various nature prefiing on the heart : 
An elegant fufiiciency, content. 
Retirement, rural quiet, friendfhip, books, 
£afe and alternate labour, ufeful life, 
Progretfive virtue, and approving Heaven. 
Thefe are the matchlefs joys of virtuous love; 
And thu» their moments fly. The ieafons thus,. 
As ceafelcfs round a jarring world they roll. 
Still find them happy j and confenting Spring 
Sheds her own rofy garland on their heads : 
^ill evening comes at laft, ferene and mild. 
When, after the long vernal day of life, 
Enamour'd more, as more remembrance fwells 
With many a proof of recollected love, 
Together down they fmk in focial flcepj 
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Together freeil, their gentle fpirits flf 
To fcenes where love and blifs immortal reign* 



ELEGY. 

To THE MEMOKY 07 AK 

UNFORTUNATE LADY. 

sr POPE. 

What beck'ning gho£t, along the moon-light {hs4% 

Invites my £leps, and points to yonder glade ? 

'Tis (he !— — but why that bleeding boibm gor'd? 

Why dimly gleams the vifionary fword ? 

Oh ever beauteous, ever friendly ! tell^ 

Is it, in heav'A, a crime to love too well? 

To bear too tender, or too firm a heart. 

To a^ a lover's or a. Roman's part ? 

Is there no bright reverfion ia the iky. 

For thofe who greatly thdnki or bravely die ? 

Why bade ye elfe, ye pow'rs ! her ioul aljHPe 
Above the vulgar flight of low defire ? 
Ambition &r(t fpruag from your bleft abodes^ 
The glorious fault of angels and of fods : 
Thence to their images on earth it flows. 
And in the breafts of kings and heros glows* 



>d by Google 



Ijo EI^LECT POEMS. 

Moft fouls, 'tis true, but peep out once an age, 
Dull fuUen pris'ners in tbel)ody's Gag&; 
Dim lights of life, that bum a length of years 
Ufelefs, unfeen, as lamps in fepulchres; 
Like eaftem kings, a lazy ftate they keep, 
And dofe confinM to their own palace lleep. . . 
From thefe perhapi (ere nature bade her die) 
Fate fnatch'd her early to the pitying flcy. 
As into air the purer fpirits flow, 
And fepVate from their kindred dregs belo^-; 
So flew the foul to its congenial place, 
Nor left one virtue to redeem her race. 
' But thou, falfe gaurdian of a charge too good. 
Thou mean deferter of thy brother's blood ! 
See on thefe -ruby lips the trembling breath, 
Thefe cheeks> 'now fading attheblaft of death; 
Cold is that breaft which warm'd the world before^ 
And thofe love-darting eyes muft roll no more. 
Thus, if eternal Juftice rules the ball. 
Thus Ihall your wives, and thus your children fsdl: 
On all the line a fudden vengeance waits. 
And frequent herfes ihall beftege your gates; 
There paflengers Iball-ftand, and pointing fay, 
(While the long fun'rals blacken all the way) 
Lo ! thefe •were they, whofe fouls the furies ftedM, 
And curs'd with hearts unknowing how to yield. 
Thus unlamented pafs the proud away, 
The gazo of fools, and pageants of a day ! 
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perifh all, whofe breaft ne'er leamM to glow 
For others good, or melt at others woe. 

What can atori® (oh ever injur'd (hade !) 
Thy fa(e unpity'd, and thy rites unpaid ? 
No friend's complaint, no kind doiiieftic tear 
Pleas'd thy pale ghoft, or grac'd thy mournful bier : 
By foreign hands thy dying eyes were clos'd, 
By foreign hands thy decent limbs composed. 
By foreign hands thy humble grave adornM, 
By Itrangers honoured and by Grangers mourn'd ! 
What though no friends in fable weeds appear, 
Oricve for an hour, perhaps, then mourn a year, 
And bear about the mockery of woe 
To midnight dances, and the pul)lic fhow ? 
What though no weeping loves thy alhes grace. 
Nor polifti'd marble emulate thy face ? 
What though no facred earth allow thete 'room> 
Nor hallowM dirge be muttered o'er thy tomb ? 
Yet (hall thy grave with rifing flbw'rs be drefs'd, 
And the gr^n turf lie lightly on thy breaft: 
There fliall the morn her earlieft tears beftow, *. 
There the firft rofes of the year (hall blow ; 
While angels with their filver wings o'eHhaxltJ 
The ground, now faored by thy relics made. 
So peaceful refts, without a (tone, a name. 
What once Iiad beauty, titles, wealth, and fame. 
How lov*d, how honoured once, avails thee not. 
To whom related, or by whom begot ; 
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A bMp of dvift alone remams of thee ; 

'Tis all thou art, and all the proud ihall be ! 

Poets tbemfelves muft fail, like thofe they fung. 
Deaf the prais*d ear, and mute the tuneful tongue. 
Ev'n he, whofe foul now melts in mournful lays, 
ShaK (hoitly want the generous tear be pays ; 
Then from his clofmg eyes thy form (hall part. 
And the lad pang (hall tear thee from his heart j 
Life's idle bus'nefs at one gafp be o*er, 
The mufe forgot^ and thou bdlav'd no m^n\ 



U A L L E G R O. 

Mr MILTON. 

Hencx loathed Melancbdy, 

Of Cerberus and blatkeft Midnight bom. 

In Stygian cave firlom 

'Mongft horrid fliapes, and fliridksy and fights u^ 
Find out fome uncouth cell^ [holy^ 

' Where brooding Darkne£lfpceadi his jealouswing:s, 
And the night raven fings ; 

There, under ebon ihades^ aad low-^brow'd toot^ 
As ragged as thy locit^ 

In dark Cunmenan dcfert ever ^dwBlL 
But oome, tholt goddefs fair and free> 
In heav'n yclep'd Euphrofyne, 
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And by meny heart-^aiing Miitlip 

Whom lovely Vernn at a birth 

With two fiftcr Graces morr- 

To ivy-crowned Bacchus borei 

Or whether (as fonte fasef flag) 

The frolic wind that breathes the (jpringi 

Zephyr, with Aurora playing^ 

As he met her once a Maying^ 

There on beds of violets bine. 

And freih*blown roiiM walh'd in dew, 

Fiird her with thee a daughter fair. 

So buxom, blithe, and debonair* 

Hafte thee Nymph, and bring with the« 

Jeft and youthful JeUity, 

Qjiips and Cranks, and wanton Wiles, 

Kods and Becks, and wreathed Smiles^ 

Such as hang on Hebe's cheek, 

And love to live in dimple fleek; 

Sport that wrinkled Ca» derides, ., 

And Laughter holding both his fides* 

Come, and thp it as you go 

On the light faatafiic toe, 

And in thy right hand lead with thee. 

The mountain nymph, iweet Liberty j 

And, if I give thee honour due. 

Mirth, admit me of thy crew 

To live with her, and live with thee. 

In unreproved pleafures free 5 
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To hear the lark begin his flight, 
And Tinging ftartle the dull nighty 
From his watch-tower in the fkies. 
Till the dappled dawn doth rife j 
Then to come in fpite of forrow. 
And at niy window bid good-morrow>. 
Through the fwect-briar, or the vine,. 
Or the twiiled eglantine : 
While the cock with lively din 
Scatters the re^ of darknefs thin,. 
And to the ftack^ or the barn-door^. 
Stoutly ilruts his dames before; - 
Oft lift'ning how the hpunds and hora^ 
Cheerly roufc the llumb'rin& morn, . 
From the fide of fome hoar hill, 
Thrpugh the l;iigh.wood echoing ibrill:. 
Some time walking not unfeen 
By hedge-row elms,;ondiillpcks green>. 
Right againfl the eafiern gate. 
Where the greafr fun begins his flate^. 
Rob'd in flames, and amber light. 
The clouds in thoufand liveries dight f: 
While the plowman near at hand 
Whifllcs o'er the furrpw'd land. 
And the milk-maid f\ngeth blithe,.. 
And the mower whets his fcythe>.. 
And every fhepberd tells his talet; 
Under the hawthorn in the dalft^. 
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Strait mine ey« faatb caiigbt new j^iures 
Whilft the landfcape round it tncaftires^ 
RufTet lawns, and fallows gray> 
Where the nibbling flocks do iknyi 
Mountains on whofe barren bi>eaft 
The lab'ring clouds do often reft; 
Meadows trim with daifies pied. 
Shallow brooks> and rii«crs wide. 
Towers and batciefoents it £se» 
Bofom*d high in tufted trees^ 
Where perhaps ibcne beauty lies. 
The Cynofurc ofaeighb'ring eyes. 
Hard by a cotts^e chimney fmo^seep 
From betwixt Jtwo ;iged o;^. 
Where CoryAm >nd Ttiyriis i»ct. 
Are at their favory dinner iet 
Of herbs, and otiier countiy inc0es, 
Which the neat-handed PhylKs drelSbs ; 
And then in hafVe her bow'r (be \cavGB, 
With Theftylis to Uod the^waves j 
Or if the earlier feafon lead 
To the tann'd haycock ia {be meftdU 
Sometimes with fecure deltght 
The upland hamlets will iotvite. 
When the merry bells riog rcHiod, 
And the jocund rebecs found 
To many a youtb, and many a maidj 
Dancing in the chequer'd ifaAde: 
<C3 



>d by Google 



igS SELECT POEMS.' 

And young and old come forth to play 
On a funlhinQ holy-day^- 
Till the live-long daylight fail ; 
Then to the fpicy nut-brown ale,. 
With ilories told of many a feat, 
How fairy Mab the junkets ate, 
Sh« was pinch*d, and puU*d ibe faid; 
And he by friars laathom led. 
Tells how the drudging goblin fweat,- 
To earn his cream-bowl duly fet, 
When in one nighty ere gHmpfe^of m^m^ 
Qis Ihadowy flail hath threihMthe com 
That ten day-lab*rers could not end; 
Then li^s him down, the lubber fiend. 
And ftretch'd out all the chtmney^s lengthy 
Balks at the fire his hairy ftreagth^ 
And crop-full out of doors he flings> 
Ere the firfl cock his matin rings« 
Thus done the tales, to bed they creepy 
By whifp'ring winds foon luird afleep.. 
Towered cities pleafe us then. 
And the bufy hum of men r 
Where tlirongs of knights and" barons Bold: 
In weeds of peace high triumphs hold ; 
With ftore of ladies, whofe bright eyes- 
Rain influence, and judge the prize 
Of wit, or arms, while both contend 
To win her grace^ whom all comnveAd*. 
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There let Hymen oft appear 
In faffron robe, with taper clear^ 
And pomp, and feaft, and revelry, 
With mafk, and antique pageantry ; 
Such fights as youthful poets dreamr 
On fummer eves by haunted flream. 
Then to the well-trod flage anon, 

If Johnfon's learned foek be oft. 

Or fweeteft Shakefpeare, faacy's child, • 
Warble his native wood-notes wildv . 

And ever againft eating cares. 

Lap me in ibft Lydian airs. 

Married to immortal vcrfc. 

Such as the meeting foul may pierce 

In notes, with many a winding bout 

Of linked fweetnefs long drawn outy 

With wanton heed, and giddy cunning,. 

The melting voice through mazes running,. 

Untwiftin^ all the ehains that tie: 

The hidden foul of harmony ; 

That Orpheus' felf may heave his heatf 

From golden dumber on a bed 

Of heap'd Elyfian flowers, and hear 

Such ftrains as would have won the ear 

Of Pluto, to- have quite fet free 

His half regain' d Eurydice. 

Thefe delights, if thou canft give^ 
Mini),, with thee I mean to live. 
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IL PENSEROSO. 

Br THE SAME. 

Hence vain deloding joy$> 

The brbod of folly withoot father bred. 

How little Yovk beited^ 
Or fill the fixed mind with all your toysf 

I>well in fome idle braua. 
And fancies fond with gaudy fliapes poflefs* 
As thick and nomberlefs 
As the gay motes that pcopk the funbeams. 
Or liked hovering breams 

The fickle penfioners of Morj^beos' tradi^ 
But hail, tho« goddefs, fage and holy I 
Hail, diviaeft Mdanchi^y! 
Whofe faintly vifage is too bright 
To hit the fenfe of human fight. 
And therefore to oor weaker view 
Overlaid with black, (laid wiidom's hue } 
Black, but fuch as in efteem 
Prince Memnoo's fider might befeem: 
Or that ftarrM Ethiop queen that drove 
To fct her beauties* praiie above 
The fea-nymyhs, and their powers ofieadeds 
Yet thou art higher far deiccnded. 
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Thes bright-hair'd Vefla long of yore 
To folitaiy Saturn bore ; 
His daughter {he (la Saturn's reign^ 
Such mixture was not held a ftain.) 
Oft in glimmering bow'rs and glade» 
He met her and in fecret fhades 
Of woody Ida's inmoft grove, 
While yet there was no fear of Jove* 
Come penfive nun, devote and pure,. 
Sober, lledfaft, and demure,. 
All in a robe of darkeft grain,. 
Flowing with raajeftic train. 
And fable ftole of Cyprus lawn> 
Over thy decent ihoulders drawn* 
Come, but keep thy wonted ftate,. 
With even ftep and mufing gait. 
And looks commercing with the (kies^ 
Thy rapt foul fitting in thine eyes : 
There held in holy paffion ftill,. 
Forget thyfel£ to. marble, till 
With a fad leaden downward caft 
Thou fix them on the earth as fafl : 
And join with thee calm Peace and (^iet> . 
Spare Fafl,. that oft with gods doth diet,. 
And hears the Mufes in a ring 
Aye round about Jove's altar fing ; 
And add to thefe retired. Leifure, 
That iatrim gardens, takes his pleafiire; 
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But firfti and chwfefty with thee brings 
Him that yon' foars on golden wing) 
Guiding the fiery«wbeeled thronei 
The cherub Contemplation } 
And the mute Silence hiil aiong» 
'Lefs Philomel will deign a fong^ 
In her fweeteft, faddeft plight^ 
Smoothing the nigged brow of Night i 
While Cynthia cbecka her dragon yoke^ 
Gently o'er th' accuftom'd oak; 
Sweet bird that (hunn'ft the noiie of foUyj^ 
Moft muficaly moft melancholy ! 
Thee^ chantreis, oft the woods among 
I woo to hear thy even-fong ; 
And mijSing thee> I walk unfeea 
On the dry fmooth (haven green^ 
To behold the wand'ring mooo 
Riding near her higheil noon, 
Like one that had been led aftray 
Through the heaven's wide pathleft way^ 
And^oft, as if her head flse bow'd, 
Stooping through a fleecy cloud ; 
Oft on a plat of rifing ground, 
I hear the far-olF curfew found, 
Over fomc wide water'd ihore, 
Swinging flow with fuUen roar: 
Or if the air will not permit. 
Some ftiil removed place w^l fit. 
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Where glowing embers through, the room 
Teach light to counterfeit a gloani) 
Far from all refort of mirth. 
Save the cricket on the hearth. 
Or the bellman's drowfy charm. 
To blefs the doors from nightly harm : 
Or let my lamp at midnight hour 
Be fcen in fome high lonely tow'r, 
Where 1 may oft outwatch the bear. 
With thrice great Hermes, or unfphere 
The fpirit of Plato to unfold 
What worlds, or what vail regions hold 
Th' immortal mind that hath forfook 
Her manfion in this flelhly nook : 
And of thofe demons that are found 
In fire, air, flood, or under ground, 
Whofe power hath a true confeuc 
With planet, or with element. 
Sometime let gorgeous Tragedy 
In iceptred paU come fweeping by, 
Prefenting Thebes, or Pelops' line. 
Or the tale of Troy divine. 
Or what (though rare) of later ago 
Ennobled hath the btifkin'd dage. 
But, O fed Virgin, that thy power 
Might raife Mu£aeus from his bow«r, 
Or bid the foul of Orpheus fmg 
Such notes, as warbled to the Qring, 
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I>rew iron tears down Pluto's cheek. 

And made Hell grant what Love did feek. 

Or call up him that left half told 

The ftory of Cambufcan bold. 

Of Camball and of Algarfife, 

And who had Canace to wife. 

That own'd the virtuous ring and glafs. 

And of the wondrous horfe of brafs, 

■On which the Tartar king did ride ; 

And if ought «lfe great bards befide 

In fage and folemn tunes have fung. 

Of turneys and of trophies hung, 

Of forefb, and enchantments drear, 

Where more is meant than meets the ear. 

Thus, Night, oft fee me in thy pale career. 

Till civil-fuited Morn appear, 

Not trick'd and frounc'd as fhe was wont, ] 

With the Attic boy to hunt. 

But kercheft in a comely cloud, 

Wliile rocking winds are piping loud. 

Or ulher'd'with a ftiower ftill, 

When the guft hath blown his fill. 

Ending on the ruftling leaves. 

With minute drops from off the eaves. 

And when the fun begins to fling 

His flaring beams, me, goddefs, bring 

To arched walks of twilight groves, 

And fhadows brown that Sylvan loves^ 
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OF pine or monumental oak. 
Where the rude axe with heaved flroke 
Was never heard the nymphs to daunt, 
Or fright them from their hallow'd haunt. 
There in clofe covert by fome brook. 
Where no profaner eye may look, 
Hide me from Day's garifh eye, 
While the bee with honied thigh. 
That at her flow'ry work doth fmg, 
And the waters murmuring 
With fuch concert as they keep, 
Entice the dewy-feather' d fleep ; 
And let fome ftrange myfterious dream 
Wave at his wings in airy ftrcam 
Of lively portraiture difplay*d> 
Softly on my eyelids laid. 
And as 1 wake, fweet mufic breathe 
Above, about, or underneath. 
Sent by fome fpirit to mortals good^ 
Or th* unfeen genius of the wood. 
But let my due feet never fail 
To walk the ftudiouscloifters pale. 
And love the high embowed roof, 
With antique pillars maffy proof. 
And floried windows richly dight, 
Cafting a dim religious light. 
There let the pealing organ blow, 
To the full-voic'd choir below, 
R 
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In fervice high, and anthems clear 

As may with fwectiiefs, through mine ear, 

Diffolve me into ecftafies, 

And bring all heaven before mine eyes. 

And may at lail my weary age 

Find out the peaceful hermitage. 

The hairy gown and mofly cell, 

Where 1 may fit and rightly fpell 

Of every ftar that heav'n dotk fliew. 

And every herb that fips the dew ; 

Till old Experience do attain 

To fomething like prophetic ftrain- 

Thefe pleafures, Melancholy, give. 

And I with thee will choofe to live. 



THE 

MISER AND PLUTUS. 

A FABLE. 
S r G A Y. 

The wind was high, the window ihakes^ 
With fudden ftart the Mifer wakes ; 
Along the filent room he ftalks, 
Looks back, and trembles as he walks. 
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Each lock and ev'ry bolt he tries, 
In ev*ry creek and corner pries, 
Then opes the clieft with treafure ftor'd,- 
And Hands in rapture o'er his board. 
But now, with fudden qualms pofleft, 
He wrings his hands, he beats his breaA; 
By confcience ftung he wildly {lares. 
And thus his guilty foul declares, 

Had the deep earth her ftores confin'd, ^ 
This heart had known fweet peace of mind r - , 
But virtue's fold. Good Gods ! what price 
Can recoropenfe the pangs of vice ! 
O bane of good ! feducing cheat ! 
Can man, weak man, thy power defeat ? 
Gold baniih'd honour from the mind, 
And only left the name behind ; 
Gold fow'd the world with every ill j 
Gold taught the murd'rer's fword to kiUi 
'Twas gold inftru^d coward hearts 
In treach'ry's more pernicious arts. 
Who can recount the mifchiefs o'er? 
Virtue refides on earth no more ! 
He fpoke, and figh'd. In angry mood 
Plutus, his god, before him flood. 
The Mifer, trembling, lock*d his chefl; 
Tlie vifion frown'd, and thus addrefs'd. 

Whence is this vile ungrateful rant, 
Each for4id rafcal's daily cant ? 
R z 
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Dul I, bafc wretch ! corrupt mankind ? 
The fault's in thy rapacious mind. 
Becaufe my bleifrngs are abus'd, 
MuH I be cenfurM, curs'd, accused } 
Ev'n virtue's felf by knaves is made 
A cloak to carry on the trade; 
And pow'r (when lodg'd in their poflbflion) 
Grows tyranny and rank oppreifion. 
Thus when the villain crams his cheft> 
Gold is the canker of the breaftj 
*Tis av'rice, infolencc, and pride^ 
And ev'ry fhocking rice befide : 
But when to virtuous hands 'tis given, 
It blelTes like the dews of heav'n: 
Like Heav'n it hears the orphan's cries, 
And wipes the tears from widows' eyes. 
Their crimes oh gold fliall Mifers lay, 
Wlio pawn'd their fordid fouls for pay ? 
Let bravos, then, when blood is fpilt. 
Upbraid the paiUve fword with guilt.. 
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A SACRED LYRIC. 

0>f BEING WAKED IN THE NIOftT BY A VIOLENT 
STORM OF THUNDER AND LIGHTNING. 

Lock'd in the arms of balmy flccp. 

From every care of day, 
As filent as the folded Cbeep, 

And as fecure I lay^. 

Sudden, treihendous thunders roll; 

Quick lightnings round me glare; 
The folemn fcene alarms my foul,- 

And wakes the heart to prayer, 

Whate'cr, O Lord ! at this flill hour, 

Thefe awful founds portend, 
Whether fole enfigns of thy power. 

Or groans for nature's end 1 

Grant me to bear with equal mind 

Thefe terrors of the flcy ; 
Forever, as thou wilt, refign'd, 

Alike to live or die. 

If, wak'd by thy vindiiaive hand. 

This mighty tempeft flirs ; 
That peal the voice of thy command ; 

Thefe flames thy meflfengersj ^ 
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Welcome the bolt, where'er it fall 

Beneath the paffing fun 5 
Thy righteous will determines all^. 

And let that will be done. 

But if, as nature's laws ordain, 

Nor deftin'd by thy will, 
Each bolt exerts its wide domain^ 

Self-authoriz'd to kill. 

Quick interpofc, all-gracious Lord, 

In this remorfclefs night ! 
Arife ! and be alike ador'd 

For mercy as for might. 

Vouchfafe, amidft this time of dread, 
Thy fuppliant's voice to hear : 

O (hield from harm each friendly head^ 
And all my foul holds dear. 

Let it not kill where riot foul 
Pours forth the drunken jeft ; 
* Nor where the guilt-envenom' d foul* 
Starts wild from troubled reft. 

A while O fpare thofe finful breafts,. 

Whofe deeds the night deform, 
Nor ftrike where fmiling virtue refte) 

Unconfcious of the ftorm. 

R3 
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Succour the couch where beauty lies, 

All pale with tender fear ; . 
Where ficknefs lifts its languid eyes, 

O pour thy comforts there. 

Nor ufelefs wafte this moral night, 

Like c:omraon hours, away ; 
But glow with wifdom's facred light,. 

More fair than orient day. 

Warn'd by each ftalh, may virtue rife^ 

And with its glories fpread. 
While every blafted bud of vice 

Shrinks in new terrors deadv 

So on that awful judgment day,. 

Whofe image ihakes the foul. 
Though keeneft lightnings Ihoot their ray^ 

And loudeft thunders roll j 

Well pleas'd, O Lord, each eye fhall fee 

Thofe final thunders hurl'd ! 
And mark with joy, for love of thee,- 

That flalh which melts the world. 
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ODE TO INNOCENCE.^ 

BY J. OGI L VIE, D, D. 

'TwAs when the flow declinias ray 
Had ting'd the cloud with eveniag gold; 

Ko warbler pour'd the melting lay, 
No found diiturb'd the deeping fold. 

When by a pfturmuring rill reclii&'dy 

Sat wrapt in thought a wandering fwain; 

Calm peace compos' d his mufing mind; 
And thus he rais'd the flowing ftrain: 

** Hail, Innocence! celeftial maid ! 

" What joys thy blufhing charms reveal ! 
" Sweet, as the arbour's cooling ihade, 

" And milder than the vernal gale.- 

** On thee attends a radiant quire, 

** Soft fmiling Peace, and downy Reft,- 

*< With Love that prompts the warbling lyre,^ 
** And Hope that foothes the throbing breail.* 

** O fent from heav'n to haunt the grove, 
** Where fquint-ey'd Envy ne'er can comej 

" Nor pines the cheek with lucklefs love, 
*' Nor anguifti chills the living bloom. 
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•* But fpotlefs Beauty, rob'd in white, 
*' Sita on yon mots-grown hill rccUn'd j 

** Serene as heav'n's unfullyM light, 
** And pure ai Delia's gentle mind* 

" Grant, heav'nly Power I thy peaceful fway 
" Mayftill my ruder thoughts controul; 

*' Thy hand to point my dubious way, 
" Thy voice to footh the melting foul 1 

^' Far in the (hady fweet retreat 
" Let thought beguile the lingering hour; 

*' Let quiet court the mofly feat, 
" And twining olives form the bower. 

" Let dovc-ey'd Peace her wreath beflow, 
♦* And oft fit liftcning in the dale, 

<* While night's fweet warbler from the bougli 
" Tells to the grove her plaintive tale. 

*' Soft, as in Delia's fnowy brcaft, 
'< Let each confenting paiHon move; 

*' Let angels watch its filcnt reft, 
^^ And all its blifsful dreams be love. 
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CUPID BENIGHTED.. 

ANACREON. 

Tks fable night bad fpr«ad around 

This nether world a gloom profound ; 

No filver moon nor ftars appear. 

The lonely traveller to cheer : 

The race of man, with toils oppreft, 

Enjoy'd the balmy fweets^ of reft; 

When from the heav'nly court of Jov» 

Defcended fwift the God of love, 

(Ah me I I tremble to relate) 

And loudly thunder'd at my gate. 

" Who's there?" I cry'd, " who breaks my door 

'< At this unfeafonable hour ?" 

The God, with weU-diflcmbled fighs, 

And moan infidious, thus replies : 

** Pray ope the door, dear Sir— —'tis I, 

" A harmlefs, miferable boy ; 

" Benumb'd with cold and rain I ftray 

<' A long, uncomfortable way— — 

** The winds with bluft'ring horror roar— 

" 'Tis difmal dark — pray ope the door.'* 

Qj^ite unfufpicious of a foe, 

I Uiten'd to the tale of woe>. 
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Compaflion touch *d my breaft, and ftrait 

I finicky light, unbarr'd the gAte ; 

When lo ! a winged boy 1 fpy'd 

With bow and quiver at is fide : 

I wonder'd at his flrange attire j 

Then friendly placM him near the fire. 

My heart was bounteous and benign, 

I warm'd his httte hands in mine, 

Cheer'd him with Idnd arduous care, 

And wrung the water from his hair. 

Soon as the fraudful youth was warm, 

'* Let's try fays he, if any harm 

** Has chanc'd my bow this Itormy night; 

** I fear the wet has fpoil'd it quite:" 

With that he bent the fatal yew, 

And to the head an arrow drew ; 

Loud twang'd the founding ftring, the dart 

Pierc*d through my bofom to my heart : 

Then laugh'd amain the wanton boy. 

And " Friend," he cry'd, " I wilh thee joy; 

'* Undama^'d is my bow, I fee, 

« But what a wretch I'te made of thee 1" 
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H Y M N. 

IN THE 

ORATORIO 

OF ABEL. 

How cheerful along the gay mead. 

The daify and cowflip appear. 
The flocks as they carelefely feed, 

Rejoice in the fpring of the year. 
The myrtles that fliade the gay bow'rs, 

The herbage that fprings from the fod, 
Trees, plants, cooling fruits, and fweet flowVs, 

All rife to the praife of ray God. 

Shall man, the great mafter of all, 

The only.infenfible prove? 
Forbid it fair Gratitude's call. 

Forbid it Devotion and Love, 
The Lord who fuch wonders could raife. 

And fliU can deftroy.with a nod. 
My lips fliall inceffantly praife. 

My foul ftiall be wrapt in my God I 



THE END. 



London: Vrtnted by the 
Etbcringtons, 
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